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Dedicated to all the invisible victims who know 
exactly what it means to live with the kind of 
monster | loved, cherished, and thought was 

my soul mate. 


Procatsicration.... 
When your only excuse for not getting out of bed is your cat... 


| write because... 


Writing, journalling, capturing thoughts and feelings in the 
moment, has been the only way I’ve been able to cope and 
navigate a world where victims are invisible, abusers have the 
power, and we are silenced in so many ways. 

My voice has been taken from me so many times now that 
it has become my familiar, like the black cat of mythical 
witches. 

When | write, | write for me, not an audience. 

| write what matters to me. 

| write about the pain, the traumatic moments that cause 
my world to spiral out of control. 

| write about the abuse. 

| write to remember. 

| write to archive what has happened so it lives on well after 
lam gone. 

| write for other victims who come after me. 

| write to create a legacy of my experiences, my thoughts, 
my self reflections, my own inner demons. 

| write to expunge the monster who destroyed my life. 

| write to understand, learn, grow. 


| write because | can. 

| write so that when | falter, fall, stumble, feel afraid and 
alone, | can reacquaint myself with the strong, resilient, 
warrior within that shouts from the rooftops “| AM SILENT NO 
MORE AND | AM NEVER GOING TO BE YOUR GOOD GIRL!” 

| write so that the good girl in me is freed to live life as a 
congruent #notagoodgirl 

| write so that my voice is finally set free and #silentnomore 

| write for me. 

If my words resonate, if you can relate, then | have 
achieved a goal. 


Dirty Secrets at the 
Victorian Bar 


2:45 pm Wed 2 Feb 
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Victorian Legal Services 
BOARD + COMMISSIONER 


Protecting 
consumers 


with effective 
regulation of 


We protect consumers with effective regulation 
of lawyers! 


The Victorian Legal Services Boards really, really, really 
wants us, the end-users, victim’s, and collateral damage of 
the legal profession, to believe that the legal watchdog is 
looking out for our best interests, to protect us from those 
nasty lawyers out there. 

I call bullshit on that. 

| can tell you from first-hand experience that getting a 
lawyer struck off is harder than you can ever imagine, and 
even the most recalcitrant insurance company will pay a claim 
faster than the LSB or the Victorian Bar will when it comes to 
investigating one of their own. 

Think I’m wrong? 

Think I’m just a spiteful, vindictive, ex-wife out to get 
revenge? 

Oh boy, better strap in cause you’re in for a ride. 

So, the boy decides after hooking up with me, that he’s 
going to have his cake, and eat it, and then keep eating it like 
the gluttonous amoral arsehole that he is, by having an affair 
with a family law client. 

Then, when she refuses to pay her bill, because, well, he 
fucked her, and tried to take her back to the home of a certain 
Independent member for a regional area over the lunch break 
for sex, he somehow conjures up a complaint of blackmail 
against her. 

I’m dragged to the police station, because of course he 
needs back up for his psychopathy, and who better than the 
local detectives at the Warragul CIU. 

Then there is the criminal barrister (she who came to our 
wedding, don’t you know) who helps him write a statement for 
the police. Coulda won an academy award for that bit of 
writing! 

But then, after he’s had a couple of years of gaslighting the 
crap outta me, and abusing me for being caught up in the 
textbook complex post-traumatic symptoms he finally gives it 
up and admits to it. 

You'd think that’d be the end, and we’d go on to live 
happily ever after. 

Wrong! <insert major train wreck scene here with lots of 


dead bodies, blood and gratuitous gore everywhere, and a 
teddy bear covered in blood as the final closing scene shot> 

Then the fucker decides he’s going to get permission to talk 
about the affair, because I’ve convinced myself that he’s 
working with me, we’re on the same page, we’re team Testart 
and we can do anything. 

So he writes to the Ethics Committee of the Victorian Bar for 
approval. 
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BARRISTER —.AT— LAW 
C)- CLERK “We 
203 WILLIAM STREET 
MELBOURNE 30 


Liability limited by a scheme approved una 
Legislation 


The Chairman, 

Ethics Committee, 

Victorian Bar. 

By e-mail: C/- Ms Alison Rock — ethics@wicbar 


Dear Sir, 


I seek guidance from the Committee in the foll 


1. My wife is a qualified Counsellor. lama 
and a co-director of, a company which is 
her business, trading under the busines 
business”). 
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MELBOURNE 2000 
6. For the better promotion of the busine 


proposed public talks, in order to shar 
whatever insights | have been able to g 
offered by the business. 


7. There is a prospect of either or both m 
the media on the subject of the above 1 


8. In the event of my being involved in su 
the media, I anticipate that the fact th: 
have been involved in an extra-marital 
Ido not propose actively to disseminat 
nor the fact that my experience is in F; 


I have anxiously considered the above Rules, 
mie little certainty, and I have spoken to St. J 
matters, in general terms. He suggested that 


I ask the following specific questions: 


1. Is the business “such that a barrister’s 
adversely affect the reputation of the B 
reputation", within the meaning of Rul 


2. Would any of the proposed actions by : 
the circumstances, conduct which is “t 


And bugger me, they give it to him. 

Now you’d think that someone with a proven professional 
misconduct conviction would make someone at the Bar go... 
gee, maybe we should ask a question or two about this before 
we rubber stamp this? 

Nope. 


Ruling 


This Ruling is issued pursuant to the powe 
the Practice Rules of the Victorian Bar Inc, 


1. Counsel Requesting Ruling: — | 
2. Situation: : 
3. Applicable Rules: d 
4. 


Ruling: ( 


Now you're going to think to yourself, ‘she’s just complaining 
about her shitty ex’ and I'll grant you that it looks that way. 

But there’s a reason it took the LSB a decade to knock off 
Nicola Gobbo of Lawyer X fame from the roll; it’s a toothless, 
formless, weak as_ piss toothless tiger with no real 
independence, bite, or willingness to do anything if it cannot 
guarantee a conviction. 

Think of it as a watered-down ASIC, or the boys club in the 
liberal party investigating one of their own. 

So you think it’s isolated? 

Here’s a lovely letter my ex wrote for another barrister (yep 
folks, another attendee at our wedding) way back in 2006, 
when the Victorian Bar Ethics Committee was responsible for 
investing and disciplining barristers. The Legal Services Board 
didn’t come to its insipid existence until around 2005. 


Dear ; 
Thank you for your letter of 10 Febn 
Il apologise for my delay in respondi 


| have given thorough consideration | 
minded to accept It. 


I note, in particular, the matters cont: 
By those paragraphs, | take it that, uy 
suggest | undertake, this matter will 
counsellor, and that the complaint to 


See the pattern here? Smoke and mirrors, I'll do a bit of 
counselling and let’s make it all go away. 

Let’s all act like gentlemen and keep it between us, eh old 
chap? 

Let’s all nudge nudge and wink wink our way out of the 
nuisances these women put in our way, what do you say? 


Dear 


Of course she understood the order 
in detail, but she argued with me o 


Furthermore, has w ritten to 
grasp of the orders, and their impor 


The last I heard of she had. 
threatened her (° _ personay 


In the circumstances of my friends 
of any further assistance to 
keep the detail of this e-mail confic 


Kind regards, 
Pierre Testart 
On 26/11/2009, at 18:20, 
Hi Pierre, 
I'd be grateful if you would please giv 


; is asserting that she did not h 
| they require her to "procure the disch 
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Of course, maybe I’m a bit biased because my shitty lawyer 
has so much shit beneath his fingernails that the stench of the 
sewer follows him wherever he goes...of course the man 
never washed his hands after having a shit either, so maybe 
that’s the reason; personal hygiene wasn’t on his list of daily 
priorities...those were: 

Getting a root; 

Getting his dick wet; 

Flicking through twitter; 

Watching porn; 

Wondering when he’s going to break the drought of not 
having a fuck since the day before; 

Swiping on tinder; 

Asking his bestest buddies to rate his fuck conquests; 

Figuring out the best way to give a gal a uti; 

Getting a root; 

This man has so much going for him when it comes to 
misconduct that you’d think the LSB would be relishing 
getting their wet gummies onto him, but nope. It’s like trying 
to get grandma to eat a t-bone without her falsies; painful, 
slow, and interminably frustrating. 

Getting a lawyer struck off if you’re just a civilian, not a 
lawyer, and just the one with all the real, like, hard fucking 
evidence, is like trying to claim a Tattslotto win when you've 
got the winning ticket but the bureaucrat at the desk in front 
of you wants a blood sample to confirm you are who you say 
you are before they’ll even begin to consider if your ticket is 
valid. 

It’s a fucked up, totally twisted process that makes a 
mockery of the very real ethical, morally sound, law-abiding 
legal practitioners who do the best job they can each and 
every day, instead of the lazy as fuck, slide on through, 
greasy asswipes like my ex who think consequences only 
happen to others. 

Ugh. 


Grab the Popcorn... The 
Perjury Games 
Have Begun! 


1:41am Wed? Feb 
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Predictability is the hallmark of every good psychopathic 
predator I’ve come across, and I’ve seen a few now. 

They are the variety of #liarliarpantsonfire we’ve all come 
to know from bitter, first hand experience in jurisdictions 
where s121 applies, and we all know they get away with shit 
because they spin such a great story about us to everyone. 

But if you come closer, just a little bit closer, I'll tell you a 
secret... 

..they have a weakness, a vulnerability, an Achilles heel if 
you will, that they cannot do anything about because it’s 
hard-wired into their brain as if it’s part of their genomic 
sequencing at the moment of conception. 

What’s the weakness | hear you ask! 

Don’t laugh when | tell you, or dismiss it... 

Are you ready? 


They lie. 

‘Pfffft we already knew that’ | hear you say. 

‘Of course they lie, that’s not anything knew’. 

Ah, | teased a bit...it’s not the lies per se, but the nature of 
the lies, and how these psychopaths live and breath the lies 
as if they were oxygen. 

They Lie. 

We all know that; that, in and of itself is nothing new. 

But did you know that once a lie is given life, once it takes 
form, that it’s almost impossible for the psychopath to step 
back from it? 

Once committed to the lie, they have no choice but to 
continue with it, no matter the consequences to them, or 
those around them. 

To support their lie/s they will throw their lawyers under the 
bus, their friends, family, colleagues, and their own 
professional reputation and life. 

There is nothing they won't do to keep the lie alive. 

Even when confronted with the truth, more often than not 
they will deny the truth in favour of the lie they have wrought 
out of nothing more than mere imagination and desire for it to 
be so. 

They plough through the evidence, doggedly sticking to the 
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one true path they’ve made, where nothing else exists except 
their version of what they have crafted. 

Like insurance behemoths, they keep going on their own 
tracks determined to grind down resistance to their version of 
reality, and nowhere is this more apparent than in a court of 
law. 


Perjury is different to a lie. 


| know, | can see you shake your head at that statement, but 
it’s true. 

The garden variety abuser or predator will lie, but their lies 
are just opportunistic and easily brushed aside. 

The lies are easy to spot, and even though they are painful, 
they aren’t perjury. 

Common Law Perjury in Victoria requires a deliberate, 
wilful, contumacious attitude similar to contempt, and it has 
certain necessary elements such as... 

The accused made a false statement; 

The false statement was made on oath or affirmation 

The false statement was made in a judicial proceeding; 

The false statement was material to the judicial proceeding; 
and 

The accused made the false statement knowingly. 

A good psychopath will continue the perjury across multiple 
jurisdictions and proceedings, because hey, a good bit of 
perjury should never be left to languish now, should it? 


Neither |, nor my solicitor, nor any othe 
had, in my or their possession, custody 
whatever relating to any matter in qu 


documents enumerated in Schedules 1 < 


But here’s where the secret bit comes in... 
They actually cannot stop themselves. 
The perjury they created, the deliberate false statement 


they crafted in one jurisdiction, that they gave on oath, that 
they knew was false, that they knew was material to the 
proceedings...well, they unable to do anything other than 
continue to use it because they have no way of coming back 
from the lie they created so casually, yet deliberately in the 
beginning. 

Once a psychopath like this lets a lie out, they cannot pull it 
back. 

Think of it as a face saving exercise that always goes 
horribly wrong for them. 

Think of it as a fixed and immutable part of their 
personality. 

When you expect and anticipate it, you'll never be taken by 
surprise again. 

With these psychopaths, their predictability is what will see 
them brought to account because they are so immutable and 
rock solid in their false world narrative. 

The perjurious psychopath can only exist in a one 
dimensional world of their own creation; they cannot, and are 
unable to, and unwilling to, break the chains of perjurious 
psychopathy that bind them so tightly to the lies. 
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They exist in our three dimensional world as if they were the 
mitochondria membrane in which the acts of perjury are the 
mitochondrial dna; the two are inseparable, fixed, and to the 
outside observer there is only the smooth membrane, the 
charisma, the charm, the lovebombing, the grooming, the 
person they think they know and love. 

The psychopath is able to hide in plain sight because no one 
expects this kind of predator to turn up in their life. 

Their professional reputation protects them. 

They hide their weak, defective, and black hole of a soul 
from everyone because they know what they are, yet choose 
not to change. 

When you get your psychopath in court, always prepare for 
the contempt charges so that the lies they wove so 
convincingly are brought forth and given a new life, one that 
gives new meaning to the karma bus. 


How the privilege of 
being a lawyer allows 
acts of contempt 
to flourish 


Contumacious Contempt. 


These days you see narcissism, love bombing, and coercive 
control everywhere you look. 


It seems like every social media platform has _ stories, 
memes, and advice on it, and you cannot avoid seeing it 
mentioned around you. 

Yet in 2009 when | met the man who was to become my 
second husband, | had no idea about any of this, and it wasn’t 
a ‘thing’ like it is now. 

No one blinked when we went from going out to a fully 
committed relationship in a few weeks. 

No one blinked when we were married within nine months. 

We were in love, besotted, and | was so thoroughly swept 
off my feet by a charm offensive | had no idea should have 
been a red flag. 

Charming, charismatic, intelligent, powerful, funny, sexy, 
generous, kind, caring, thoughtful...the kind of person you 
think exists only on those cheesy dating ads. 

A lawyer too. My court junkie heart was hooked. 

A family law barrister. 

He brought me into his world and | was a sponge with no 
limit; | soaked it all in and loved in. 

In our decade together | never saw him lie to a judge, or do 
a single thing wrong when it came to a client; he was 
scrupulously honest with clients and the courts, and | loved 
that his word was his bond. He was my caped crusader in his 
robes, stalking the corridors of the courts where families lives 
were torn asunder on a daily basis, like a lion hunting its next 
meal. 

| joined him, bringing my own unique skills to his family law 
practice, helping to hunt the coercively controlling abusers 
who for the most part we’re unseen by the court. 

We saw them, we exposed them, we specialised in them. 

Cases like Fairs & Anor & Pettit. 

And yet | never once imagined that the man who so 
valiantly, and courageously went after the abusers would turn 
out to be one himself. 

How does this fit into contempt, | hear you ask. 

Contempt is a strange creature in the civil jurisdiction. 

It’s not well understood, and rarely prosecuted. 

Contraventions are far easier to do and much easier to get 
a result that doesn’t require a ‘beyond reasonable doubt’ 
criminal level. 

Even though a civil jurisdiction is a ‘balance of probabilities’ 
decision making process, contempt in a civil setting is still a 
criminal matter based on the ‘beyond reasonable doubt’ test 
to get a charge proven. 


When making an application for contempt proceedings you 
must be careful to write up criminal charges with exacting 
specificity or else you'll likely get your charges knocked out 
on technicalities. 

You’ve got to have proof that’s water tight. 

And it’s got to be more than accidental, or a mere breach of 
orders or the authority of the court. It has to be flagrant; a 
flagrant disregard for the authority of the court and it’s 
orders. 

Lawyers know how the system works, and they are the ones 
who take full advantage of it to their benefit. 

Tell a lie? Not a problem. 

By the time it’s found out the asset pool has been 
dissipated by them and there’s nothing left to fight over, and 
the lie will be just another yawn for a court system 
overburdened with this kind of behaviour. 

The judge won’t do anything about contempt or perjury; 
they just don’t, and they don’t really care. 

In civil situations it’s up to the victim to become the 
prosecutor and file contempt proceedings, but be warned... 
contempt is not civil, and it isn’t like what you’ve experienced 
to date. 

So what could be contempt? What would it look like? 

Well, it could be like this... 

Your ex decides he’s going to sell a property and keep some 
of it for himself. He writes to his accountant about it, tossing 
the idea around. Say it’s in the vicinity of $10,000 and as he 
tells the accountant, it’s to help him set himself up again after 
another failed relationship. 

So he goes to court and doesn’t say anything about those 
discussions. 

Let’s say the court orders a conciliation conference, which is 
par for the course and a standard procedure. 

At the conciliation conference it’s agreed that the property 
will be sold, and the net proceeds of sale will be used to pay 
down, Say, a tax debt. 

Simple. Nice neat orders you think. Nothing can go wrong 
with that. 

The house is sold - you don’t get told, you have to find out 
yourself. 

The solicitor tells you all the net proceeds are being paid by 
their client after settlement to the tax debt. Should be simple. 
They tell you that their client will provide proof of payment by 
way of a print out from the tax portal. Simple. 


The barrister tells the court their client is paying the net 
proceeds of the sale to the tax debt. Simple. 

You keep asking for proof. 

Crickets. 

You get to the trial and the ex has filed an affidavit saying 
they kept that $10,000 they were negotiating way back when 
they were talking to the accountant about it, only this time 
they’ve got a you beaut whiz bang excuse for why they kept 
it. 

Nope. 

Straight up that’s contempt. 

Why? 

Because they knew they were keeping that money before 
they entered into the consent orders, they deliberately 
mislead the court, and they only owned up to it at the very 
last minute because they had to, but they still hoped to get 
away with it. 

Flagrant, brazen, wilful, and my new favourite word is 
contumaciously. 

Another example of contempt in a civil setting 

Imagine those same consent orders also say that your exes 
outstanding trade debtors will have to go to the tax debt by 
way of the solicitors trust account. 

The ex and his lawyer both say they’ve had no money paid 
from those outstanding orders. 

But the night before the trial you get your exes financial 
disclosure documents and they show deposits from law firms, 
and the money isn’t transferred out to the solicitors trust 
account, it’s just spent. 

Right there is another act of contempt that can’t be 
wriggled out of. 

The orders were clear, the ex wrote them himself, and kept 
writing affidavits that said all his outstanding trade debtors 
were to go to the solicitors trust account for payment of tax 
debt. 

There are plenty more, but those give you an idea of how 
contempt is different to a simple breach. They look and feel 
the same, but there are prosecutorial elements to contempt 
that aren’t in a breach contravention, and that’s where you 
need to look. 

So, in this imaginary scenario, where you're dealing with an 
ex who’s a lawyer, the contempt will come thicker than 
curdled custard and you'll be left bleating about the 
unfairness of it all, the perjury will make your head spin, but 


they’ll get away with it all because that’s what happens. 

It’s not that the judges are bad, or colluding, or corrupt. 

They are sitting at the bench confronted with the man 
who's been appearing in this jurisdiction for forty years, who 
they know as a man of his word, and here you are a nobody 
screaming impotently into the void. 

This is how they get away with it. 

We're the collateral damage washing up against a system 
that protects the lawyers by default, not deliberately. 

If more victims were able to strategically consider their 
cases and prepare for contempt when facing off against a 
lawyer or other member of the profession, then maybe 
there’d be more accountability and less ability to hide behind 
the cloak of their professional reputation. 

But what do | know? 

I’m only a victim. 

A destitute, worn out, ptsd suffering victim of a monolithic 
system designed for the lawyers, not the self represented 
victims who get crushed under its weight. 

I’m only a victim. 

| have nothing to lose now. 

No home, no assets, no kids, no job, no property. 

I’m just a victim. 

I’m the perfect vehicle for dealing out the accountability so 
necessary in this world where the psychopaths get away with 
their acts of contempt with disdain and ease. 

I’m the one who will bring this lawyer down, who will 
prosecute and lay bare the inner core of this man who lacks 
the most basic skeins of integrity or ethics, who’s only mode 
of operation is gluttony, self indulgence, and complete and 
absolute contumaciousness. 

Contumacious Contempt 

Stay tuned. 


And just like that...The 
moment destitution really 
hit home... 
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When the $60 a week | had left after paying 
rent had to cover food, fuel, bills, multiple 
prescription medications, and every other 

expense that rears it’s ugly head, including vet 
costs for my beloved feline fur kids. 


I’m grateful to be able to pay my rent, don’t get me wrong. 

Jobseeker payments may be below the poverty line, but at 
least there is a roof and four walls to keep us safe. 

It wasn’t always like that. 

Before Australia Day 2019 | had no problems affording vet 
bills. My then husband was a barrister making good money, 
and we were preparing for a life where he could retire and 
we’d work from home and I'd continue to build my counselling 
and consulting work. 

| knew | was living with an abusive man, who scared me; a 
lot. 

He’d apologised in June 2018 for all the years he’d been 
raping me, which included giving me back the right to say no 
to sex without being punished by him, and | thought all the 
work I’d put into our relationship recovery after that ‘hiccup’ 
would see us growing old together as we started building the 
framework of our future plans. 

How blind | was. 

Totally financially dependent on this man who'd say one 
thing but do another. 

‘Trust me, I'll look after you’ but conditional on my 
behaving in a way that met his approval. 

‘| always leave the woman with the property; | walk away 
with just my books, clothes, and a few mementos’. 

‘I'll give you ¥% of my income for the next six years so you 
can finish your studies, and I'll finish renovating the house’. 

‘| won’t take away access to the bank accounts’ but | had to 
be a good girl and behave. 

So | wasn’t a good girl; | got punished. 

He is a barrister. 

A man of his word in court. 

Every judge in Victoria knows that if he says something 
from the bar table that they can take it to the bank. 

His word is his bond. 


He’s trusted, respected, admired. 

Me...I’m just the nasty, vindictive, spiteful ex wife out to 
destroy this good man and drag his reputation through the 
mud. 

I’m just the woman he abused; number four in a string of 
failed relationships that all have the same patterns of 
conduct. 

I’m just the woman he made homeless because the court 
believed him in a world where the barrister telling the story 
had centre stage. 

I’m just the woman made destitute because she trusted the 
man she loved to keep his word. 

Imagine having no income from from January 2019 til 13 
February 2020 and having your beloved husband telling the 
court that you’d stolen $61,000 of his money, which is why he 
got away with not paying you any spousal maintenance as 
he’d agreed, and put in writing. 

Oh poor boy, he cried and wrung his hands as he detailed 
the impoverished state he found himself in with a judgment 
debt from the tax office hanging over him. 

Impoverished and can’t possibly pay anything or afford a 
cent for me. 

Yet this poor man dissipated over $80,000 in nine months 
on himself, his dick, and his egregious need to be seen as the 
man who has it all and lavishes his generosity over everyone 
like he’s a fucking living embodiment of a fat fucking tinker 
bell people pleaser. 

Yeah...as I’m holding my phone, and worrying about a sick 
cat next to me on the couch, I’m also weighing up how to 
afford the bill that’ll come at the end of the vet consult that | 
can’t afford because there’s nothing left out of the $60 | have 
after I’ve paid the rent. 

| always used to judge people who couldn't afford to look 
after their animals. 

‘If you can’t afford to look after a pet, you shouldn’t have 
one’ is the too frequent comment you hear among those in 
rescue groups. I’ve seen it plastered all over social media. 

It’s what | used to think as well. 

That oh so easy mindset of superiority that comes from a 
place of affluence where a vet bill doesn’t even register as a 
problem. 

Even when I’ve been on a disability pension I’ve been able 
to afford vet care with careful budgeting, but destitution is a 
whole different ball game indeed. 


There’s a difference between being poor (and I’ve been 
poor many times in my life) and being destitute. 

There's a difference between budgeting really hard, and 
having nothing to budget with at all. 

When | lived on the disability pension I’d be able to budget 
$100 a fortnight for shopping, and we’d be able to go into 
town (a 60km round trip) a maximum of seven times during 
that fortnight on a tank of fuel, with $20 always put aside for 
emergency fuel money if a trip to hospital (a 200km round 
trip) was needed. 

Destitution is not something I’ve ever had to deal with 
before, and it’s dreadful. 

Drip feed the fuel into the tank. 

Buy cat food first. 

Go nowhere, do nothing. 

Covid was my friend in destitution when the govt decided it 
couldn’t bear to watch employed people lose their jobs, 
landing on jobseeker and destitution, so they gave us all a 
payment boost. 

But now it’s back to normal and the $60 a week disposable 
money to pay for everything. 

Destitution, ptsd, suicidal ideation, grief and loss, despair, 
anger and outrage at a legal profession that turns a blind eye 
to the psychopaths within its own ranks, and a disciplinary 
body that won’t do anything if it can’t guarantee getting a 
conviction. 

Welcome to the world of Lisa. 


$600 Hill of Grace 


When a $600 bottle of vintage 1997 Henschke 
Hill of Grace is the only response to a session of 
victim blaming at a mental health service. 


There never seemed to be a right time to open this bottle. 

When my ex husband bought it at a charity auction some 
years ago, | thought it would be an investment I'd cellar to 
enjoy during our retirement years. 

Then, when he turned out to be a piece of shit abuser of 
women, | thought I’d use it to celebrate my divorce, or 
perhaps even seeing him struck off as a lawyer where I'd 
certainly be celebrating that outcome. 

Instead, | find myself using it as a big fuck you after yet 
another experience of victim blaming when | finally realised 
there would never be anything worth celebrating and | should 
just get on with drinking it. 

You see, I’ve been living again with suicidal ideation, 
brought on by the abuse of my ex husband, and the huge toll 
the descent into homelessness and destitution he’d thrust me 
into so deliberately took on me. 

January 2020 I’d had an attempt, and not even 12 days in 
the locked psych ward saw anything other than a discharge 
happen. 

You'd think there'd be all sorts of referrals and interventions 
put in place, but no. 

Oh, sure, | got a referral to the warragul community mental 
health service where | got a print out of food bank services... 
and that was it. 

| got $200 in Woolworths vouchers from the social work 
department of the hospital. 

You'd think there’d be counselling, wouldn’t you? 

Yeah, nah, not a goddamn bit of counselling or mental 
health support at all. 

Fast forward to November 2021 and I’m again in the ER for 
suicidal thoughts. 

You think you'll get help, but you don’t. 

Every time you reach out it’s another lesson in just how bad 
it really is if you are a high functioning person living with 
trauma, depression, and suicidal behaviours and thoughts. 

You tell people you’re at high risk, and they pat you on the 
head and give you platitudes. 


Another ‘referral’ to the warragul community mental health 
service where | was expecting to be part of their post hospital 
suicide program called HOPE was shattered yesterday, when | 
was told I’d been assessed as not suitable. 

Not suitable for an intensive suicide intervention program. 

Do you have any idea how that feels, when you’re already 
teetering on the precipice with multiple active plans? 

Imagine being asked questions like: 

‘What could you do to fix things?’ 

‘What could you do to change your circumstances?’ 

And then being told that there’s nothing they can do for you 
because they’re only a brief service and they can’t refer your 
to anyone because they don’t know anyone in your area. 

You think you’re going to get help, get assistance, and 
when you find out it’s all a waste of time, you’re frustrated 
and angry. 

| tried to explain how this all felt to me, how destabilising 
and victim blaming it was. 

‘Well, you can always leave’ was the response | got. 

‘| feel like you’re angry at me, Lisa’ was another barb shot 
out at me. 

No shit, Sherlock! 

Of course | was angry; angry, diSappointed, frustrated, 
distressed. 

If | could snap my fingers and miraculously wake up with no 
ptsd l’d be able to get a job, and my financial situation 
wouldn't be so dire; $320 rent a week on jobseeker...you do 
the maths. 

‘You can get free counselling with a better mental health 
plan’ they said to me. 

No, you can’t. Try finding a bulk billing psychologist - 
they’re rarer than rocking horse shit. 

‘Surely you can find something, it isn’t that hard’. 

Sitting in that interview room yesterday with two clinicians 
who insisted that my circumstances could be shifted if | just 
tried hard enough, or put more effort into it, as if everything 
I’ve been saying went in one ear and out the other. 

They don’t want to hear your truth. 

They cannot stand being challenged. 

You must be the eternal good girl who does what she’s told 
so everyone will see that she’s a victim deserving of help. 

When | wasn’t the good girl they needed me to be, | was 
told | could leave. 

When | told them how that impacted me, it was another 


example of how badly | was behaving by daring to question 
them. 

The only way you can qualify for the HOPE program is 
pretty self evident - you've got to have a Suicide attempt. 

While they’re all bound up with feeling aggrieved because | 
wouldn’t play nice with them, they’ve missed the salient point 
of what triggers me. 

When there’s nothing left to live for, there’s no reason to 
save the good wine, is there? 

When you’ve stopped caring, that’s the danger ground. 

So I’m enjoying the excellent 1997 vintage and working on 
the final exit strategy that will release me from this constant 
pain. 

I’m sick and tired of trying to convince professionals | need 
help, and that I’m worth it. 

I’m desperately tired of the constant struggles that never 
end. 

The ignorance of these people who wield such power is soul 
destroying. 

They did nothing as | left the room crying, because of 
course they think they’ve done nothing wrong. 

I’ve had it with self righteous ignorant people. 

Maybe there’s a learning here for those who think it’s ok to 
blame and shame a victim. 
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Coercive control as a course of conduct in domestic abuse 
is still not well understood, despite the great work of Evan 
Stark, Jess Hill, and others. 

It’s certainly hit the media; catching the attention of 
everyone with the horrific statistic of at least one woman 
being killed by a current or former intimate partner every 
week in Australia. 

The sector has even developed various questions to use in 
assessing domestic abuse from a coercively controlling 
perspective. 

When a victim presents to a service, it has been common 
practice to screen for DV by asking questions on a range of 
topics to draw out experiences that could be indicative of a 
DV matter requiring closer attention. 

If the screening process highlights any DV, the practitioner 
should be highlighting the need for a risk assessment and act 
accordingly. Each service will have it’s own processes and 
protocols, but a risk assessment is a standard tool these days 
and should not be treated as an exception. 


| discuss the formal screening and risk assessment 
processes here, because in my situation, | presented four 
times to the Orange Door in Victoria during 2019, and a risk 
assessment was never done. 

Without a risk assessment, there is no comprehensive 
unpacking and documenting of the abuse, it’s impact, and 
what needs to be put in place or implemented to keep a 
victim safe. 


It took 11 months before | was formally identified as a 
victim of domestic abuse; such a high level that once 
identified, things swung into action fast - just not fast enough 
to stop the suicidal compulsion borne out of fear and crushing 
hopelessness from my circumstances, or avert the harm 
caused by my perpetrators calculated, and premeditated acts 
resulting in my homelessness and destitution in late 2019. 

| want my lived experience as an invisible victim of every 
jurisdiction to have some benefit to the DV sector as a whole 
in identifying those of us who are square pegs in a system 
designed for victims who fit into the neat round holes set by 
those who determine the screening and risk assessment 
questions and modelling. 


Various Risk Assessment & Screening 
Question Models 


Australian Government Department of Health 


Within the last year, have you (ever) been hit, slapped or hurt 
in other ways by your partner or ex-partner? OR (In the last 
year,) has (your partner or) someone in your family or 
household ever pushed, hit, kicked, punched or otherwise hurt 
you? 

Are you (ever) afraid of your partner or ex-partner (or 
someone in your family)? 

(In the last year) has (your partner or) someone in your family 
or household ever (often) put you down, humiliated you or 
tried to control what you can or cannot do? 

(In the last year), has your partner or ex-partner (ever hurt or) 
threatened to hurt you (in any way)? 

Would you like help with any of this now? 

Are you safe to go home when you leave here? 


MARAM 


The Victorian Family Violence Multi-Agency Risk Assessment 
and Management Framework (MARAM) basic risk screening 
and identifying questions: 

Has anyone in your family done something that made you or 
your children feel unsafe or afraid? 

(Are there multiple perpetrators?) 

Have they controlled your day-to-day activities (e.g. who you 
see, where you go) or put you down? 

Have they threatened to hurt you in any way? 

Have they physically hurt you in any way? (hit, slapped, 
kicked or otherwise physically hurt you) 

Do you have any immediate concerns about the safety of your 
children or someone else in your family? 

Do you feel safe to leave here today? 

Would you engage with a trusted person or police if you felt 
unsafe or in danger? 
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A Coercive Control Checklist From Moving 
Forward 


http://www.movingforward.org.au/wp-content/uploads/ 
2021/05/ENGLISH_ Coercive _Control_Brochure.pdf 

Is there someone in your life who: 
Makes you feel afraid? 
Controls what you do and say? 
Puts you down or embarrasses you? 
Accuses you of flirting or cheating? 
Pressures or forces you to do sexual things? 
Threatens to hurt you, themselves, friends or family 
Constantly checking your phone and location? 
Limits your access to money? 

Any of the actions above may be signs of coercive control 
and domestic abuse. 

If you answered yes to any of these or recognise that you 
use these behaviours you are likely to be in an unhealthy 
relationship. 


The Danger Of Standardised Screening & Risk 
Assessment 


Standardised screening and risk assessment protocols work 
when the practitioner is interviewing a ‘standard victim of 
standard abuse.’ 

The questions serve to reinforce, and cement, how coercive 
control looks, and manifests, and determines how society, 
support services, and the government sectors engage with 
victims. 

If you are a victim who cannot tick the boxes and give neat 
answers to the questions asked, then you will fall through the 
cracks as | did, and other victims do. 

The latest app seeking to assist teenagers to understand 
what coercive control looks like uses this standardised 
approach which only catches the overt, extreme, fits a 
definite profile presentation of coercive control. 


Love&Learn 


Healthy teen relatic 
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What's New 


4 new scenarios, more helpful tips and bug 


Preview 


| did the relationship quiz. 

The results should apply equally regardless, right? 

It should catch abuse, right? 

Wrong. 

My answers didn’t bring up any alert because only the ‘right 
kind of abuse’ is caught by these standardised models. 
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There is no way | was in a healthy relationship, yet Love and 
Learn would have me believe that | am safe, and not in a toxic 
relationship. 

There is a better way. I’ve lived it, and I’m going to suggest 
it here. 

A Better Way... 

What if, as well as asking the standardised questions, the 
following were asked... 

Is there someone in your life who: 
Scares you, but always apologises afterwards? 
Doesn’t mean to make you feel afraid or scared? 
Doesn’t hit you, but might make you feel as if they could, or 
are holding back? 
Tells you how restrained they are in how they deal with you? 
Yells at you in private, but never in public? 
Made it so uncomfortable or unpleasant at times that your 
friends (or clients, colleagues, employees etc) have 
apologised to you for getting you in trouble? 
Made it clear that passive aggression is better than acting 
out? 
Tells everyone how proud they are of you while privately 
criticising? 
Makes you feel as if you should be humble, like them 
Praises you publicly? 
Doesn't call you by your first name? 
Calls you babe, honey, darling all the time? 
Calls their exes something other than their real name? 
Do they say things like ‘well, what do you want me to do?’ or 
‘Do you want me to cancel?’ 
Do they make you feel as if you have to fact check everything 
they tell you? 
Do they consistently lie to you either directly or by omission? 
Do they make you feel guilty for not believing what they tell 
you? 
Do they constantly apologise and promise to do better? 
Do their apologies or remorse feel genuine? 
Have they ever embarrassed you in front of others? 
Have they ever sabotaged a job, or a project? 
Do they say ‘sorry, | forgot’ a lot? 
Do they forget things you have explained again, and again? 
Do they flirt with others even though they know it hurts you? 
If you’ve asked them to stop doing something that affects 
you, have they stopped doing it - or did it take a long time 


before they got it? 

Do you find yourself doing most of the relationship work, and 
being responsible for everything? 

Are you responsible for all the financial bill paying, making 
sure there is enough money for food and fuel? 

Do you have to remember every bill and when it has to be 
paid? 

Is it up to you to remember everything that needs to be done? 
Does your partner contribute to the emotional load of the 
relationship? 

Does your partner put your clothes away? 

Does your partner know where you put different clothes away, 
such as underwear? 

If your partner puts the clean clothes away does he put his 
away, leaving yours for you to do? 

If you put clean clothes away do you put everyones clothes 
away? 

Do you feel as if you can’t say no to sex with them? 

Do they make you feel as if you are being prudish, or not 
adventurous enough for them? 

Do they ask you to do sexual things you don’t want to do? 

If you say no to anything are their consequences? 

Does your partner scream and yell at you in the car? 

Does your partner scream and yell at you at home or 
elsewhere? 

Has your partner ever made you feel as if everything is your 
fault? 

Do you feel as if you can’t do anything right? 

Does your partner run hot and cold with affection? 

Do you have to beg or ask for affection from your partner? 
Does your partner ration the affection they give you? 

Does it feel as if your partner is using affection to bring you 
into line? 

Does affection or intimacy feel like a weapon? 

Have you ever run away from your partner? 

Have you ever told anyone that you were afraid of your 
partner? 

Does your partner get angry if you check up on where they 
are? 

Have you ever been called jealous, possessive, suspicious, 
controlling or abusive by a partner? 

Does your partner have lots of exes you never meet? 

Does your partner tell you that his family or friends don’t like 
you? 
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Has your partner threatened to leave you, but still stays 

Does your partner say things like ‘don’t make me choose my 
family (or whatever) over you, because you know I'll choose 
them.’ 

Has your partner ever said ‘If | can’t have you, no one will’? 
Does your partner sabotage weight loss efforts by buying 
biscuits, or convincing you he likes you just the way you are? 
Does your partner compare you to other women you know, or 
to women on porn sites? 

If you are out with your partner and they meet someone, do 
they introduce you? 

Does your partner give you the same gift for every birthday / 
christmas? 

Does your partner choose others over you? 

Does your partner have to ‘shout everyone’ at dinner?Does 
your partner find it impossible to say no to others? 

Does your partner seem to need constant reassurance and 
affection from you? 

Does your partner put you down sexually? 

Does your partner act like a child instead of an adult? 

Does your partner leave everything for you to do, or manage, 
and then complain about your ‘controlling behaviours’ to 
others? 

Does your partner tell others that you are controlling? 

Has your partner withdrawn financial support? 

Has your partner ever strangled you - whether consensually 
or not? 

Has your partner ever strangled any other woman? 

Does your partner need sex every day? 

Has your partner ever told you they get their intimacy needs 
met from sex? 

Does having sex calm your partner down? 

Do you find yourself having sex just to get it over and done 
with? 

Do you find yourself having sex to avoid the consequences of 
saying no? 

Do you have sex even though you don’t want to? 

Does your partner make you feel that their sexual requests 
are normal and your attitude is not normal? 

Does your partner ever suggest you have sex with another 
person while they are there? 

Does your partner masturbate in front of you? 

Does your partner make you feel bad if you don’t let them 
masturbate or do other acts if they tell you they need it if you 
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won't have sex with them? 

Has anyone suggested to you that sex helps calm them down 
so they can control their anger? 

Do you ever feel as if you are the only one doing any of the 
work in the relationship? 

Does your partner say things to make you feel good, and then 
not follow through with them? 

Does your partner promise to ‘do whatever it takes’ but then 
just doesn’t do anything? 

Are you responsible for everything? 

Are you the one who has to say no to friends and family all 
the time? 

Are you the one who has to always be the ‘negative nelly’ 
when your partner wants to stay out all night, or do things 
that impact both of you the next day? 

Does your partner lack consideration when it comes to your 
needs? 

Does your partner do things that impact your health in any 
way? 

Has your partner ever denied your health, or other issues to 
others? 

Have you ever been left to make your own way to hospital? 
Does your partner look good to others but treats you badly? 
Do people see your partner differently to how he is at home? 
Does it feel as if your partner is more concerned with how 
others see him? 

Does your partner text and call female colleagues or friends, 
at inappropriate times? 

Does your partner encourage others to engage with him in 
similarly inappropriate ways? 

Does your partner act in offensive ways in public and tell you 
it’s just ‘kidding around’? 

Does your partner act in ways that are more like a teenager 
than an adult? 

Does your partner take risks that he doesn’t understand or 
accept? 

Does it feel as if your partner lives in a consequence free 
zone? 

Does your partner behave as if the normal rules of society 
don’t apply to him? 

Does your partner ignore speed limits or parking restrictions? 
Has your partner left you in debt? 

Has your partner used a vehicle in your name to collect 
parking and speeding tickets? 


. Does your partner spend money as if they will always have it? 
.Does your partner refuse to work with you on any kind of 


financial budget? 


. Does your partner make it impossible to budget? 
. Have you ever found yourself giving in and just forgetting 


about trying to manage a budget? 


. Has it ever become easier to just give in to your partner? 
. Does your partner go from happy to angry in a heartbeat? 
. Does your partner behave one way in public, and another in 


private? 


Afraid Of The Man Who 
Said He Loved Me 


Our Wedding 2-1-2010 


So Afraid | Ran Away February 2012 


From: Lisa Testart 

Subject: thoughts 

Date: 19 February 2012 at 12:38:38 am AEDT 

To: Pierre Testart 

Dear Pierre, 

| loath putting things in writing, mainly because there is so 
much room for misunderstanding and misinterpretation. 
However, | feel the need to set out a few things, to help me 
sort out my thoughts and to help you understand some 
things. You will need to bear with my ramblings. | will be as 
concise as possible. If | cause any pain it’s not my intention. 

To start with, | have to fess up to being not entirely truthful 
with you about my trip to Xxxxx. Xxxx Xxxx has plagued me 
and | wanted to see her. Why? What purpose would it serve? | 
don’t know, and still can’t fully explain why | had this need. 
However, fate had other ideas and | found out she had moved 
and her business had failed. At least my trip wasn’t all 
wasted. 

You might be asking why she plagues me. Well, to be 
honest, there probably aren’t too many weeks go by when 
something doesn’t trigger me and the same feelings | 
experienced a year and a half ago come flooding back. 
Normally | can manage these and they don’t overly bother 
me, but other times, like on circuit, they can become nagging. 
Couple this with feelings of irrelevance and the come here/go 
away sensations | was experiencing, it left me feeling out of 
sorts. 

| explained some of this to you, but couldn’t say the rest...I 
thought you would be angry or think less of me because | had 
these feelings. | haven’t been able to tell you of these feelings 
because you labelled me jealous and insecure when these 
feelings created uncertainty in me, and | reacted somewhat 
badly in some situations. 

You see, | had to take a lot of things on faith, and try to find 
a way to live through that situation, and sometimes the pain 
seeps through. Sometimes | can mask it by explaining it away 
in the guise of something else, other times | can’t, and what 
you get is a woman torn by inconsistencies and the like, and 
not knowing how to to deal with it in a manner that doesn’t 


sound petty or nasty. 

Sometimes it feels like I’m the only person who even 
remembers it happened. 

And so, when we were in the car coming home and you 
made the comment regarding Jo, | felt triggered, because the 
material Xxxx Xxxx sent you contained text messages where 
you'd called Xxxx names, and so, as | was already emotionally 
charged, | bit. 

Then, there was THAT phone call. 

In the car, you “asked” me ‘who the fucking hell do you 
think you are?’ 

As | live and breath, | think | am your wife. | think that | was 
entitled to a measure of respect and | had expectations that 
you would not submit me to the likes of the conversation that 
unfolded. 

| felt like a hostage to what unfolded, and despite what to 
me were obvious signs of discomfit on my part, you allowed 
the call to continue. | don’t know why, but | do know that at all 
material times there were choices that could have been 
made. 

My choices could have been that | could have let the call 
‘slide over me’ or tried to ignore it, but | didn’t. 

| could have just said something afterwards, but that has 
little impact. 

| understand now that | made a choice to make my 
presence known, and that that choice would have 
consequences. But | didn’t expect the rage that ensued, and 
it’s taken me until tonight to work out that what | thought was 
disappointment was in fact fear. | know now that | simply shut 
down and escaped. 

| ran; | ran in fear at what you might say, or that | might say 
in retaliation. | had no way of coping with this and so | did the 
easiest thing, which was to get out. 

| couldn’t stay in the house because your anger was so 
palpable | could taste it. If | stayed it would have led to a toxic 
showdown of two people who needed time and space to work 
through this. | was also, pure and simply, afraid. | was the 
child hiding under the bushes afraid to come out. 

| accept that | could have made other choices, but | have to 
live with the choice | did make. | live in fear that this choice 
has made our relationship untenable, as all | know is flight or 
fight, not how to deal with another person’s rage in a rational 
way, if such a thing is even possible. 

All | can do is understand why it happened and what my 


part in it was. To me it feels as if it was necessary, to bring 
this to a head, to make a point about how unacceptable this 
was. | feel sullied by the whole experience, particularly 
listening to my husband engage in this conversation when | 
know you would get off the phone and say how awful that all 
was. 

| am still perplexed at how it all unfolded. | kept expecting, 
perhaps unrealistically, for something to be said that would 
end the call, but it never came. 

Was it wrong of me to do what | did? As | have explored this 
issue through meetings | am constantly challenged with the 
comment—your husband is an alcoholic and you did nothing 
wrong. Yet why do | feel so bad? Why do | feel like the guilty 
party? Why didn’t | end the call by disconnecting the 
bluetooth? | could have, and perhaps | should have. 

We'll never know. 

What | do know is that | have been challenged by people 
telling me I’ve taken my eye off the ball and forgotten you are 
an alcoholic, however long your recovery has been. 

That hit home, because to me | guess you were my 
recovered alcoholic, not someone still capable of horrendous 
anger and rage, yet | know that | have seen small glimpses of 
it and been aware of it all along, and we’ve even talked about 
it. 

How such things come back to bite, hey? 

So, you said ‘just come home’ but | can’t. | need you to 
understand that this has created a real breach in my 
emotional psyche and I’m not sure how to go about healing it. 
| am afraid. I’m afraid of my feelings, my pain, my hurt, your 
anger, your pain and everything that goes with it. | don’t know 
how to do the next right thing. 

| do know that | needed to write this, no matter how 
incomplete or inarticulate it is. Just putting my mind to this 
helps clear some of the fog around my mind. 

| am going to the meeting at Hampton tomorrow, and | will 
see how | feel. 

| know | am not blameless, and that | should have told you 
more of how | was feeling, and I’m sorry that | was too 
ashamed to tell you. Perhaps | should have been braver all 
around. 


Being Afraid Again 2015 


From: Lisa Testart 

Subject: some thoughts 

Date: 12 October 2015 at 5:36:36 pm AEDT 

To: Pierre Testart 

My Dearest Pierre, 

You promised me that | would always be safe; safe to 
explore things that may be difficult. 

| don’t know how to start this conversation with you, 
because | am afraid. 

Fear makes me silent, distant and withdrawn. Remember 
that time, very early on, when we screamed and yelled at 
each other when you went to Shepparton and | stayed home... 
well, it’s like that again for me, only this time we are bouncing 
off each other instead of able to have time and space in which 
to process. 

| feel us fracturing, disconnecting. 

How ironic it happens at a time when we should be joyous 
and looking forward to our achievements, but there it is. 

When | am afraid it takes a toll on me, and it takes hard 
work to come back from that place of darkness. 

The first time | was afraid | ran. The second timee we had a 
week apart and we had timee. This timee, we are reactive and 
hurting, or that’s how it is feeling for me. 

I’m struggling to process all of this, afraid that if | start | will 
say the wrong thing, creating an even worse situation, so | sit 
in my silence, feeling your anger and distance, unable to 
start. 

This is how relationships falter, | understand that, but | am 
caught like a deer in headlights, unable to move. 

I’m going to try though, to put it down here; start the 
conversation. 

When you walked away from me the other night, | was 
transported back to that night you first walked away from me, 
to go to dinner with the client you had the affair with. 

| couldn’t help it, and | certainly didn’t expect to have such 
a visceral reaction to it. It was building up, and | didn’t realise 
how hard | was feeling it until | made that throw away 
comment about the photograph. It was then that | felt that | 
needed to give you some context around why | made the 
comment, which | did. 

Like last time, | watched you walk away from me, leaving 
me to entertain myself while you went on your way, only this 
time | was angry. 

This time, though, | felt as if there was little consideration 


for what it would be like for me, knowing you were out having 
dinner, and | was expected to manage my time. It felt as if my 
capacity to support you by staying back, waiting patiently for 
you without question while you do moots, conferences, 
meetings and so on, was taken for granted. 

| love being a part of your life, and supporting you. | do it 
because it’s how I’m wired. But that night felt too similar, and 
| reacted. 

| told you the next morning that there were layers to this 
that weren’t necessarily part of the affair, but the reality is all 
my reactions and feelings have come out of it; it’s just taken 
me days to even begin processing what happened. 

| was a damaged and broken person when we met, that’s 
for sure. But one thing | wasn’t was jealous. 

When | found out about the affair, that horrible June, my life 
axis tilted and became skewed. 

You used colleagues and friends to deceive me, to deflect 
any suspicions | might have had, although | had none because 
| fully trusted you. 

But afterwards, things happened that made me 
uncomfortable. 

You'd go out with friends and not introduce me. I'd be 
sitting at my workstation while you would go out, only 
knowing this was a ‘friend’ or a ‘colleague’. | remember Paul 
Xxx and how he made a point of introducing himself to me 
after you’d both been out to lunch a few times. | felt slighted, 
and still feel this way when it happens now. 

| had to do a lot of work in those early days to understand 
that lunch was an integral way of networking with solicitors 
and colleagues, but all of that went out of the window when | 
found out about Xxx and how you'd deceived me so 
thoroughly with her. 

So, | had to find a way to manage those feelings again, and 
for the most part | did, although you still bore the brunt of my 
suspicions in the years that followed, before we had that 
confronting conversation. 

When we are out and you meet someone in the street, you 
engage them in conversation while | wait patiently by your 
side. You often don’t introduce me to these people, and I’m 
often left asking ‘who was that’? | feel insignificant and of no 
consequence, of no value, slighted. 

These things are the paper cuts to me that make me feel 
unacknowledged, unseen. They matter to me, because you 
made me unseen when you chose to be with her. | struggled 


to accept your life and the time you spent with others, in 
person and on the phone, and it was made even more difficult 
afterwards when | knew just how much time had been spent 
engaged with her while with me. 

What you perceived as jealousy was actually complex post 
traumatic stress. Even now, | still get flashbacks, I’m still 
dealing with stuff, | just don’t tell you because | try to work 
through it on my own. 

I’m not jealous, but | am now, as a result of what happened, 
needing that level of acknowledgment that says you've 
considered me. That’s all it is. Yes, it’s probably more 
heightened as a result of what happened, and perhaps I’m 
more sensitive to it as a result, but there it is, that need | have 
to be considered. | don’t have a need to be joined at the hip 
with you and your friends, but | do have a need to be 
considered. 

Consider Xxx and how much effort it took to be introduced 
to him. | felt uncomfortable, and all it took was an introduction 
and an opportunity to say hello for all of that angst to 
disappear. 

Perhaps | am irreparably damaged by the trauma of the 
affair, and perhaps I'll never be the carefree and utterly 
trusting person | was when we first met. What if some of this 
stuff does need a bit of managing, to assist me to continue my 
journey of recovery? How does that feel for you? Is that a deal 
breaker for you? Is that support conditional upon not making 
you angry? 

| don’t stop you from doing what you love. Sometimes I’m 
protective of your time and health, because of the punishing 
schedule we keep, but that’s just me thinking about you. 

| don’t stop you from going to meetings, flying interstate, 
going on circuit alone, travelling for work or doing things that 
make you happy. | don’t ring hotels to check up on you, | 
don’t ring colleagues, or restaurants or check up on your 
whereabouts, or do any of those things that would make you 
uncomfortable. | just need more than ’she’ll be right while I’m 
out’. 

| didn’t expect, after nearly 5 years, to be so deeply 
triggered by you going out to dinner, but | was. It took me by 
surprise. | think it was a kind of ‘perfect storm’ moment. 

Perhaps | handled myself poorly, but | had some 
expectation that my message to you about ‘going out to 
dinner with her’ might have created some awareness. It 
obviously didn’t, and so | simmered in my resentment that 


night, and treated you badly. 

| forget sometimes that you just had the affair, while | lived 
with the consequences, and there is a difference. 

| still have images, words and moments tattooed in my 
brain as if they happened yesterday, and | don’t always know 
they are so close to the surface until they hit with a 
vengeance. Sometimes | am a mess, and I’m not always clear, 
but one thing | had was certainty that I’d always be safe, and 
now | don’t have that so much. Something has broken in me. 

You said stuff to me in anger, and anger always holds truth, 
even if we recall the words. 

| realise that my attempt to try and convey what | was 
feeling at the time was not successful, but | didn’t deserve the 
anger you projected at me. | didn’t deserve the things you 
said to me and | didn’t deserve to feel afraid. 

You don’t recognise fear in me, you probably see me as 
rejecting and cold, others would say I’m calm. 

| don’t know how to explain this any better, and | don’t 
know if I’ve made things worse or better by writing this 
instead of saying it in person. 

| feel numb, afraid and unsure. 

| know you feel confused, and | can only imagine it’s 
because our thought processes about the affair are so very 
different. I’m immersed in them, the feelings, thoughts and 
images that are burned in my brain, while you probably shrug 
it all off until | bring something up again. I’m guessing it 
doesn’t rate much of a ranking in your thought processes, but 
it does mine. 

You see, | live with the consequences in my head and heart, 
and | can’t always shrug it off. | often don’t even know I’m 
reacting to something until after the event. 

| feel as if I’m living a life sentence, one from which there is 
no parole. 

| have wonderful stretches where there is no worry or 
concern, and then all of a sudden I’m hijacked and rebooted 
into feelings and emotions I'd rather not be experiencing. 

| don’t have any answers, shortcuts or solutions, but | do 
know that we will destroy our relationship if we continue this 
Way. 

| am still your loving wife, but | am frozen and unable to 
release the tension within me. xxx 


Afraid of Him Again & Forced to Recant 2017 


Her Story... 


In 2017 | suffered a relapse of suicidal ideation and severe 
dissociative symptoms, and sought the assistance of a 
psychiatrist for a proper psychological and_ psychiatric 
evaluation. The referral was written June 2017, and my first 
session was on 12 October 2017. 

ADHD quickly became the diagnosis. The suicidal ideation 
was never addressed. 

Shortly after Pierre also became aé patient of my 
Psychiatrist, and we shared sessions. 

On 29 December 2017 we shared a 2pm session. We did 
this to maximise what were very expensive sessions, and it 
seemed to work for us at the time. It wasn’t until much later 
that it became apparent we should not have been allowed to 
do this. 

At this shared session | clearly told the Psychiatrist of my 
fear of Pierre. | told him | was afraid of Pierre. | was very clear 
about this. | was so clear that at one stage the Psychiatrist 
asked me if Pierre’s behaviour was a relationship deal breaker 
for me. Here | was being asked this kind of question in front of 
the man I'd just disclosed | was afraid of. How do you think | 
answered? Yep. | said no. 

From: Lisa Testart 

Date: 30 December 2017 at 4:18:29 pm AEDT 

To: Dr Xxx XxXxx 

Subject: Moving forward—no response needed 

| do not require a response. 

| had a very angry husband after our session, who has told 
me | am to blame for everything because | am too sensitive, 
and that | am the one who must change, and that you, the Dr, 
clearly sided with him because of what you said in your office 
to him, that was clearly aimed at me. 

Pierre was deeply offended by the way | talked about being 
afraid of him at times. He is very angry that | apparently gave 
you the impression that | am always afraid of him. He does 
not accept that anything he does has any capacity to cause 
me fear because he does not intend it, therefore if he does 
not intend it, it is not something he does. 

| have been told | must inform you that when | said | was 
often scared of Pierre, that | should qualify this so you 


understand | am not always scared, only occasionally. There 
have been three memorable times, when | have either 
physically or emotionally run away, when | felt verbally 
attacked and assaulted by Pierre, which Pierre does not 
accept, but wants me to use as proof that | do not always get 
scared. He felt | mislead you and created an_ unfair 
impression. 

In this conversation | was also told that great restraint is 
used by my husband when dealing with me, so that he does 
not fully express how he feels about me, and that | should be 
grateful for this restraint. 


The Legal Services Board 
Never Stood a Chance 


Victorian Le 
BOARD + CC 


Being a lawyer o good when oe 
Everyon eee nks you'll tell a ee uth bee 
duty to the 


As if. 

What the fuck do they know. 

I’m way too clever for them. 

They can go get fucked. 

| never tell everything. 

Sure I'll admit something if there’s no alternative, but 
really? 

Why would | admit to something they didn’t even know 
about. 

Still don’t know who ratted me out on the land purchase. 

But the house. 

Fuck me that was gold. 

They never saw that coming. 

The Legal Services Commissioner was another stupid 
fucking bitch who only saw what | wanted her to see. 

Pity party. 

Poor Pierre and all his personal troubles. 

You should all feel sorry for me for having such a stupid 
family, stupid children who bled me dry financially, and a 
stupid bitch partner who did whatever | wanted. 

You took me to fucking VCAT and never once thought to do 
a title search in that bitches name? 

Holy fucking shit how stupid all of you were. 

You all believed that poor fucking me story | wove that any 
other person would see holes in a mile away. 

That smoke and mirrors game | played with you was so 
much fun. 

| got you all confused. 

You forgot | never gave you the bank statements you asked 
for. 

That was gold. 

As soon as | got that past you | knew the Chelsea house was 
safe. 

You were so gullible. 

All puffing out your chest thinking you’d got me. 

Fuck that was gold. 

You all thinking you’d got me while | hid the Chelsea house 
right in plain sight. 

Of course the bankruptcy trustee saw it, and | dealt with it. 

But you guys at the LSB? Woweeeeee that was so much 
fun. 

| had a ball playing the woebegone martyr at your expense. 

| strung you out for such a long time. 

All deliberate of course. 


A good lawyer will make your case last three years, a great 
lawyer will make it last for six years. 

I’m a great lawyer; just ask me. 

| had you guys dancing to my tune for so long. 

What a game it was. 

You all thought you had me. 

As if. 

| played you like a well tuned violin. 

You never realised what was happening. 

| loved it. 

You could have got me, if you'd paid any attention to what | 
was doing. 

As if. 

You couldn’t see anything. 

You all thought being a lawyer would mean something to 
me. 

As if. 

Nothing means anything to me except meeting my own 
needs. 

What | want | get. 

| want property. 

| get property. 

| want something on my dick. 

| get something on my dick. 

| want a character reference. 

Ha. How easy it is to massage people into giving that to me. 

Everyone thinks I’m the best thing in their life. 

They’re the lucky ones who aren’t on my dick. 

It’s the women who end up on my dick that get destroyed. 

The others just get contaminated by my pornstar fingers if 
they hang around me too long. 

Yeah. 

Pornstar fingers. 

Lisa came up with that one. 

| love it. 

I'd never tell her that though. She’s a cunt and deserves 
everything she got. 

But | do love the pornstar moniker. 

She thinks it’s because everything | touch | end up fucking. 

I'll give her that one. It’s a crumb. 

| love it because | am a pornstar in my own cinematic life. 

I’m a fucking stud. 

| fuck for hours with enough viagra in me. 

| need to fuck for hours just to deal with the rage inside me 


that nothing seems to take the edge off except for sex. 

| love sex. 

| need sex. 

Without sex | am nothing. 

Fuck. If | couldn’t have sex what would | do? 

Sex is my weapon of choice. 

| might have a small dick but | have a big ego and a libido 
to match. 

Getting away with the Chelsea property was like nothing 
I’ve ever experienced. 

| fucked over the entire Legal Services Board, their 
investigators, the VCAT members, my friends, the judicial 
officers who gave me character references, and anyone else 
that supported me. 

| fucked them all and they don’t even know it. 

How awesome is that? 

You get it, right? 

| am a godamned pornstar and don’t you forget it. 

I’m fucking Pierre H Testart and | got away with cheating 
the system, big time. 

Not a single one of you saw me do it. 

Like Bart Simpson, if you didn’t see me do it, then did it 
really happen. 

Oh joy of joys. 

So much fun. 

So fucking easy to do. 

| love it. 

| love being a lawyer. 

| love seeing everyone go blind around me. 

A fucking pornstar. 

Yippee. 


The Women 


How | love having a woman adore me. 

| love the hunt, the chase, and how easy it is to have them 
slide onto my dick. 

| love the control | have. 

It’s so fucking easy. 

They’re all such dumbfucks when it comes to the hunt. 

A few questions and | know all about them. 


They love to vomit their life into my bowl so I can sip at it. 

| sip and taste their vulnerabilities, their weaknesses, their 
stupidity. 

| work my way into their heart and then | break it with a 
million paper cuts. 

When the charm doesn’t work, they’d better watch out. 

I’m a raging wild beast and they’d better watch out. 

I’m a raging bull. 

| lash out. 

| bite, kick, hit, punch, and smash everything to pieces. 

But they all forgive me. 

They want to see me all loving and kind, just as they 
remember me. 

Fat chance. 

| give them crumbs. 

They latch onto the crumbs like Hansel and Gretel, refusing 
to see. 

| love it. 

| love that they hang on for so long. 

It’s such great fun. 

| sucked Veronica in when she was still a carefree young 
thing. 

| put her through law school because | always want my 
women to be adornments. 

| puff them up, make them feel so confident. 

And then | yank it all away. 

Don’t get too smart, or too busy. 

Don’t forget | have a dick here that needs constant 
servicing. 

Don’t forget that | take priority, bitch. 

| can take it all away in a heartbeat. 

| can take all my money away. 

You'll be fucked. 

| love that. 

| love knowing | can do that to you. 

| love knowing you'll be helpless if | do. 

| love your dependancy on me. Truly | do. | created it. | need 
it as much as the drug highs. 

It’s such a rush watching you turn yourself inside out to 
make me happy. 

You're all so fucking weak and stupid. 

No wonder | fucked the secretary for so long. 

She thought | cared about her. 

It was just a convenience. 


Sure made her much more productive at work when she 
knew she had the boss to ride. 

Fucked off the bitch and the broom she rode in on when | 
met Veronica. 

Fresh meat. 

Tasty, tender, sweet. 

One of those sweet young things | love to mentor. 

Ripe for the picking. 

Full of trauma. 

Full of the vomit | lapped up. 

| just gave her the vomit back, and she loved it. 

She thought | had empathy and sympathy. 

Fuck that shit and the horse it rode in on. 

| just pretend because that’s what you have to do to look 
good in society. 

| just pretend. 

| read the room and the people in it and fit myself into it. 

Empathy? Me? Moi? Fuck no. Just a prodigious memory and 
an ability to throw obscure quotes around that make me look 
good. 

| don’t give a fuck about any of them. 

All they’re good for is fucking. 

If only they’d learn to shut the fuck up they’d be perfect 
ejaculation vessels. 

| hate having to use my hands. 

| prefer a warm soft place to blow in. 

| don’t care if they’re willing or not. 

They know not to refuse me. 

They know I’m dangerous. 

They know I can hurt them. 

| love it. 

| love seeing their bodies laid out in front of me so | can do 
what | want. 

| soak up their adoration and love. 

They get nothing back. 

| pretend. They believe it. 

Fucking idiots. 

No wonder | don’t feel any guilt when I’m fucking someone 
behind their backs. 

No fucking guilt. 

Why would I. 

| don’t feel anything anyway, so guilt is a useless emotion. 

| don’t have consequences either. 

Why can’t they see that my way is so much better. 


Why do they all harp on about fucking shitty details. 

Why can’t they fucking get it through their thick heads that 
rules only apply to them, not me. 

I’m not like them. 

I’m special. 

Better. 

No rules for me. 

Rules for non special people. 

I’m so much smarter than them; just ask me. 

But | hide it. 

| learned not to stand out. 

But | expect your respect every single moment of our time 
together. 

Watch out. 

| will destroy you. 

You will run away from me. 

But you always come back, you stupid bitches always do. 

So predictable. 

You always bleat on about emotions, feelings, blah blah 
blah. 


The Harem 


| love the way they flutter around me. 

They adore me. 

They respect me. 

They need me. 

I’ve trained them well. 

“Call me at inconvenient times” 

They wonder how someone so powerful could give them so 
much timee. 

It’s so fucking easy. 

They are so fucking stupid. 

They think | care about them and their petty lives, their 
petty clients, their petty smallness in everything. 

They only exist to serve my needs. 

They love how | flirt with them. 

All the female lawyers who think I’m a god. 

They hang off my every word. 

They can’t get enough of me. 

They'll do anything for me. 

They'll even pay me cash in brown paper bags. 

Fuck I’ve trained them well. 

I've gotten under their guard and they don’t even realise 
I’m pulling strings like a puppet. 

They believe everything | tell them about that bitch, Lisa. 

Lisa is a bitch. 

Lisa is my abuser. 

Lisa is a perpetrator. 

Lisa is a perpetrator of domestic violence towards me 
because she just won’t stay dead or shut the fuck up. 

That stupid bitch up in Shepparton thinks nothing of 
supporting me when that bitch, Lisa, refused to let me walk 
away and started family law proceedings against me. 

I'll teach her a lesson she'll never forget. 

| love destroying these stupid women. 

| love working the court like a prized conductor leading an 
orchestra. 

| love it when that bitch is made to look so goddamn stupid. 

| fucking love it that | get away with shit because I’m a 
fucking respected barrister. 

| did it with the first bitch, ex-wife number 1. 

Lisa is payback for those other two | couldn’t touch. 

Destroying Lisa is so much fun. 

Watching everyone around me believe the smear campaign 


makes me feel so good. 

Everyone that believes me over her is one more fix in my 
drug addict heart. 

Everyone took my side and it was so fucking easy to do. 

Everyone believes the addict in recovery bullshit | spout. 

No one expects me to lie. 

It’s so much fun to watch everyone believe me. 

And Lisa is so fucking predictable. 

Just like every other bitch out there who doesn’t do what 
they’re told. 

They react so predictably. 

No one will ever believe them because I’ve made it 
impossible for them. 

Who would ever think such a loving, charismatic guy like 
me could do anything like she’s accusing me of. 

Please, I’m better than that. 

I’m an addict in recovery don’t you know. 

I’m a god. 

lam special. 

She’s just a loser. 

She deserves everything she gets because she stopped 
believing that | was who | said | was. 

She deserves it all for seeing me when | made it very clear 
she wasn’t to see me. 

She means nothing to me. 

She’s just sport now. 

It’s fantastic seeing how far I can go. 

| never lie. 

| always tell the truth. 

I’m a barrister after all. 

I’m a rare and special individual and you’re not. 

You deserve everything, you bitch. 

I’m going to destroy you. 

| love it. 

| just love the fact that I can do it. 

| love that there is never going to be a consequence for 
anything. 

She is nothing to me. 

Who’s going to believe her over me? 

She’s just a batshit crazy woman like every other stupid 
bitch crying about being a victim. 

I’m the real victim here and don’t you forget it. 

I’m the victim. 

Me. 


Look at me. 

I’m the victim. 

Why would you believe that piece of trash | picked up and 
pretended to love all those years? 

Everyone knows she’s just a gold digging piece of trash. 

Everyone knows that | deserve to get everything. 

Everyone tells me | deserve it all because | paid for 
everything. 

Fuck it’s great to have so many who feed my black heart 
and tell me | deserve everything. 

| never tire of the flying monkeys and sweet young things 
who flutter around me like moths to a flame. 

| singe their wings every time they get close to me, but they 
never feel it. 

Sooner or later they will stop being useful and I'll walk. 

Until then, come closer my pretties, and even the old uglies, 
and let me feel the warmth from your adoring faces as you 
soak up my shit like it was gold. 


The Gaslighters Inner 
Monologue 


Who's Got The Gas! 


People believe whatever | tell them. 

I’m just so believable. 

They’re so gullible and stupid after all. 

Why wouldn’t they believe me? 

| can’t help it if they force me to tell them lies. 

It’s their fault after all. 

They shouldn’t make me feel bad. 

They shouldn’t ask questions. 

They should just trust me. 

They force me to do this. 

| wouldn’t have to make shit up if they just flied right and 
didn’t challenge what | say. 

It’s their fault | deceive them. 

They’re always at me to tell them what I’m doing. 

It’s my life. 

| don’t have to tell them shit. 

| don’t have to tell Brother Chapman shit. 

We don't dob at St Kevin's. 

We don’t say shit to the Christian Brothers. 

Assholes. 

It’s a team effort here. 

No one breaks ranks. 

No one tells those Wombat Christian Brothers a goddamn 
thing. 

Never tell. 

Never own up to anything. 

Never offer up anything. 

Always hide the truth to protect yourself and the team. 

| always have to keep shit safe from you stupid bitches, and 
the others who come sniffing after me to trip me up like the 
Legal Services Board. 

Everyone trusts me to tell the truth like being a lawyer is a 
badge of honour or something. 

Fuck me, | wouldn’t do it if you just left me alone to do what 
| wanted. 

Why can’t you just get off my case and shut up. 

Why don’t you just accept what | say. 

It’d be so much easier if you did. 

You make me bring out the angry Pierre. 


It’s your fault | do this. 

You should know better. 

You shouldn’t question me. 

You shouldn’t make me feel less than. 

You make me do it. 

It’s your fault. 

Why can’t you see it my way for a change? 

Just fucking build a bridge and get over it for a change. 

| Know you want more; tough. 

I’m never going to give you anymore than | want to. 

| love making you feel bad about questioning me. 

| love making it all about you. 

| love watching the conflict in you as you try to figure out 
what just happened. 

| love seeing you so confused that you forget about my 
transgression altogether. 

| love knowing | can do that to you. 

| love seeing you walk away as if you’d just been punched. 

| love feeling your pain, tasting your confusion, seeing you 
so troubled. 

Makes me seem so gracious when | forgive you later on for 
being so bad to me. 

Fuck | love this game so much. 

I’m so good at it. 

I’m so fucking good at making you doubt everything you 
knew. 

I’m so fucking good at twisting you into knots so tight you 
don’t know which is way and which way is down. 

I’m sucking you dry and it feels glorious. 

You aren’t fresh meat any more. 

Better get you ready. 

Have to make you so bad that everyone will believe me 
when | call you the abuser. 

Have to send you crazy...batshit crazy. 

Such fun. 

| love this part. 

| love the way you look at me with such love and distress, 
full of care and concern, wanting us to be ok again. 

As if. 

You’re tired meat, not fresh meat. 

| need fresh meat. 

| need new adoration and attention. 

| need new stroking of my dick and my ego. 

| need anything that isn’t you. 


| hate you. 

| hate the way you beg me. 

| hate the way you cling to me. 

| hate all of you. 

What did | ever see in you? 

You're a millstone around my neck. 

| need to walk lightly. 

| need to run far away from you so you don’t contaminate 
my next hostage. 

Why can’t you just disappear. 

| don’t want you. 

| never loved you. 

| never cared about you. 

You were just a means to an end, and that end was getting 
my dick wet. 

You were never going to last. 

I’m off to hunt now. 

Fresh meat. 

What fun. 


| got away with it... 


It all felt so normal, yet exciting, meeting this new man who 
swept into my life like a whirlwind. He made me feel so 
special and exquisite, as if I'd been the one he’d been waiting 
for all his life. He courted me assiduously as all good 
predators do. 

| loved him. 

He made me feel as if | was his soulmate. 

He made me feel cherished. 

He made me feel as if nothing mattered except us. 

He made me feel safe and nurtured. 

He made me trust him. 

He made feel treasured, like a precious jewel. 

He made me feel alive. 


Well fuck me. 


She fell for it. 


She thinks I’m a good bloke who cares about her. 

She has no idea how little | give a shit, and how much more 
| care about having someone on my dick every day than 
anything else. 

She thinks | love her. 

She thinks | care. 

She fell for it hook, line, and sinker, like a good bitch should. 

She fell for my bullshit and now | know she’s a keeper. 

She thinks I’m the best thing to happen to her, boy is she in 
for a Surprise. 

She thinks I’m on her side. 

She thinks so highly of me that | feel like I’m high again! 
This is like a drug and | can’t get enough of her adoration 
of me. 

She adores me. 

She loves me. 

She married me within nine months. 

Fuck I’m good at what | do. 


| Am Not Your Excuse 


| Am Not Your Excuse - You don’t get to apologise for raping 
me all those years and then just keep on doing the same 
behaviours on a constant rinse and repeat cycle of abuse... 


lam not Ex-Wife number 1, 2, or 3... 

You cannot beat me into sexual submission by making our 
relationship all about your sexual needs not being met. 

You cannot tell me | have the freedom to say no, and then 
sulk when I| use that freedom. 

You cannot tell me you'll support me 100% in my studies, 
and then tell me you feel left behind. 

You cannot treat me the way you do, with cruelty and 
nastiness, and then get sulky and offended when | withdraw 
from you. 

You don’t have the right to make my mental health, and my 
recovery pathway, a tool with which to bludgeon me and 
make me feel guilty because I’m not as available to you as 
you want. 

You don’t have the right to make our marriage dependent 
on whether | participate in your masturbation needs. | have 
the right to endure a sleepless night without having you make 
my wakefulness while you masturbate, a marriage issue. 


| am not Xxxx, and you don’t have the right, or the moral high 
ground, to throw statements at me that imply my lack of 
nocturnal participation in your masturbation is a crisis of our 
marriage. 

Your demands of me were abusive. You used everything 
you could to dominate and control me, leaving me nowhere to 
go. You force women to submit, knowing you’re doing harm, 
but not caring about anything other than the dopamine hit to 
keep your ever present rage at bay for a few more hours. 

You created me, and despite telling me | had full control of 
my body and sexual demands on it, and you’d give me as 
much time as | needed, you continued to act aggressively 
towards me and withdrew if | didn’t comply with your passive 
aggressive requests for sex. 

You don’t have the right to act contemptuously towards me, 
belittling and humiliating me in public, berating me at any 
time, in any place, and then expect me to be acquiescent 
when you ask if you can ‘take a pill tonight’. 

I’m tired of being told one minute how grateful you are | am 
in your life, and how much you love me, and then the same 
day being brought down by your willingness to keep telling 
me how bad | am, and how horrible | am to you. 

I’m tired of always carrying you in my thoughts and not 
having it reciprocated. That’s unreciprocated emotional load 
you don’t carry for anyone, let alone those you profess to care 
about. 

I’m tired of carrying the emotional load. 

I’m always feeling insecure, uncertain how any action | do, 
or any word | utter, will be taken. 

How do | know what is real anymore when it’s ok for you to 
make snide comments about my medications, and the impact 
my medications have on you and your needs. 

How do | know what is real when you tell me one thing, and 
then complain about that very thing. 

How could | know that my sleeplessness would result in a 
crisis in Our marriage because you were masturbating while | 
was awake beside you. 

Pierre Testart, you’re just a_ selfish, psychopathically 
dishonest man with not a shred of integrity in you. 


The Silent Treatment 


| should be used to this by now 
Silent 
Unavailable 
You call me by my name 
No longer the terms of endearment 
No baby, honey, darling, just Lisa 
Just Lisa 
Lisa. 
There’s no room in your heart for me 
Actions are louder than words 
Your daily anger 
Contempt 
Resolute determination to blame me 
Resentment of my growing strength 
You resent my growth 
My progress 
Feeling left behind you sabotage 
Silently 
Passively 
Meanly 
You encourage 
You resent 
There’s no way to please 
No way out of the checkmate 
You hate everything about me 
| am what you created 
Choosing health makes you angry 
You want me back the way | was 
Insomnia 
Fatigued 
Dependent 
Lacking confidence 
Fearful of my abilities 
Lost and afraid 
Unwell 
Needing you 
Leaning on you 
Drawing on your strength 
Now | stand taller 
Challenging 


Disagreeing 
Regain my power 
~ Lisa Testart, 25 January 2019 


Pieces of a Woman 
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I’m sitting with a day of vicarious trauma and I’m giving 
thanks to the streaming gods of Netflix, Binge, and Amazon as 
| spend a day writing and unpacking the pain I’m immersed in. 

Pieces of a Woman is a movie | haphazardly clicked on to 
run in the background as | wrote, journaling my feelings. 

And then I’m drawn into the movie as it unfolds...a tale of 
grief and loss so old that it could be trite if it weren’t so 
goddamned fucking close to the bone. 

The loss of a child at birth and how the various parties deal 
with it is the main premise, and like most stories there’s the 
redemptive reckoning with denial that breathes life back into 
the vacuum created by the denial of the loss. 

And I’m transported back to 1989 and the loss of my own, 
my only, pregnancy. 

The hurt, the grief and loss come back as if it were 
yesterday, so profoundly deep are they. 

It’s as if there have been no intervening years, and I’m back 
in it again. 

We live our lives the best we can, never knowing when we 
will be hit by these waves of pain. 

I've learned to accept these roller coaster days and just 
treat myself gently. 

There’s nothing wrong with letting the tears come, the hurt, 
and all the strong feelings that float around me. 

I’m ok with my pain. 

Are you? 


Vicarious Trauma 


BREAKII 


OH WHAT THE | 


Vicarious trauma hits like a sledgehammer taking my breath 
away. 

When | work with victims | go into detached, dissociative 
mode so | can do the work | need to do. 

| need to be laser focussed, sharp, and unemotional for the 
most part, because | need to absorb their story, listen to it, 
taste it, roll it around in my mind until it finds a safe place to 
sit. 

My work involves having to hold their experiences while 
finding a way to build their family law case from what they tell 
me. 

| have the privilege of trust, and | hear things not even the 
lawyers get to know, because I’m the middle person in their 
legal team, the keeper of secrets and the weaver of truths 
into their cases. 

But I’m also the one who’s walked in their shoes, felt their 
pain, their grief and loss, the anger, shame, humiliation, 
regret, sadness, and incandescent rage at the injustice of our 
lot as victims of coercive control. 

Our harm is invisible. 

No handy X-rays to get from a hospital to prove the damage 
done. 

No, we are reduced to pleading a case of psychological 
harm that will convince a court that we have in fact been 
harmed. And if we get it wrong, there are consequences for 
the client. 

The days like today, where I’ve sobbed out loud as the 
memory comes slithering out after hearing another example 
of what a victim endured has sent me spiralling back into the 
cloud of darkness and despair that overwhelmed me for so 
long. 

The saving grace is | recognise it. | know it. | understand 
that this will be a fleeting bad day and tomorrow will be 
better. 

But for a very long time this knowledge just made it worse. 

Knowing it would pass wasn’t always enough to keep me 
grounded, and another suicide attempt would be made 
because it would be too much to bear. 

These days | accept the trauma that comes bubbling up and 
| hold it gently, like a tremulous baby on the brink of tears. 

My reactions to the pain of others is as normal as is the 
victims in front of me. 

Normalising this helps to accept that we do get triggered by 


the experiences of others, and that it’s ok. 
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| Have No Lightbulb Answers... 


Lived experience | have aplenty, but answers, well you may 
have to be the judge of that. 

| write because for me it’s healing. You read because you 
are still searching, or perhaps like me you are seeking the 
insights and gems of those who have come before you on this 
abuse journey. 

| write because it’s a way of archiving my thoughts, 
feelings, observations and making sense of what happened, 
and how | navigated a path through it. 

Is my journey over? Nope. Far from it. Yet I’m getting there 
one day at a time. 

In AA they talk about only dealing with today. If you can’t 
deal with a day, then any amount of time will do. Maybe all 
you can get through is the next hour, and that’s ok. 

When we are victims of the kind of abuse | eventually came 
to understand, our lives are so fucked up that we don’t know 
what to believe, what’s true, what’s false, what’s up or down, 
inside out or right way out. 

We’re damaged beyond belief. 

The harm we live with consumes us. 

The flashbacks we won't know are flashbacks, will rock us 
to the core and destabilise our world like you wouldn’t 
believe. 

You might be like me and have days so bad they feel you’ve 
hit by a truck that’s come out of the blue, and you'll fall to 
your knees preying for it all to end. 

You'll feel like death is the only way out. 

You'll mourn the life you lost, and feel unbearable pain and 
a hopelessness so dark you'll not be able to see even the hint 
of light at the end. 

| know | did. 

| felt the utter despair of that blackness and | was certain of 
the hopelessness. 

I’m not going to tell you it gets better, or your life will 
improve, because that'd be a lie. 

But the darkness does have moments where light gets 
through, and even the smallest glimmer is enough. 

What | can tell you is everything you're feeling, every dark 
thought, feeling or emotion is absolutely normal. 


How could we not feel this way after all the horrors we’ve 
been through? 

We're not robots, no matter how detached or dissociative 
we may be. 

We are living with trauma. 

PTSD 

Suicidal ideation 

Grief and loss so strong we can’t see any way forward. 

We’re mourning the loss of our self, our future, our realities 
as everything we thought we knew comes crashing down 
around us. 

We’re cast adrift in a sea of pain where we are expected to 
be both weak victims and strong survivors. 

We're inspiring don’t you know? 

Fucking strong, inspiring women. 

You'll get Sick of being told how strong you are. 

You'll get sick of being drawn back into the dreadfulness of 
your memories, but you'll need to do it over and over again if 
you want to have any hope of getting to the other side. 

You'll want to build that fucking bridge so fast so you can 
get over it all and pack it into your past, but that’ll be a huge 
mistake. 

Don’t be too quick to move on. 

Take time. Make time your healing friend. time is not your 
enemy here. 

Be wary of those who will want you to get over it all so they 
can do t have to listen to you talk about it, again, and again, 
and again. 

Find a new tribe who will understand, accept, and get you. 

Let go of those who want to judge you. 

Find a good Counsellor. 

Learn to talk, be vulnerable, be open. 

Let your pain flood you instead of shutting it down. 

Let your world expand beyond your four walls, be they 
building walls or the car you’re living in as you hide. 

Don’t deny what happened. 

Don’t pretend. 

Find a good lawyer, or a Support person you trust. 

But most of all, Know that you aren’t alone, that what 
you're experiencing is real, normal, and appropriate. 

Your world was shattered so completely that it’s easy to 
feel unravelled all the time. 

That’s also normal. 

Everything is normal in this crazy, fucked up world where 


we aren’t believed, we’re abused by every system we crash 
into, and the family law process harms us the most. 

We fall through every crack, and yet we are the majority. 

| may not have the answers you’re seeking, but I’ve got the 
experience of walking my own journey, and that will hopefully 
resonate. 

And when it’s all done and dusted, have compassion for 
yourself an realise that at times you'll Just be thoroughly 
cuntstipated. 


Cuntst 


Adjective 


Emotional or sc 


The Storm Clouds Are 
Gathering 


How do | know? 

Because | seeded your world with the truth and let the 
pressure build around you. 

First there was the Cairns property. 

You remember that, don’t you? 

“lam aware that there are potential problems with my own 
tax position (claiming tax deductions for mortgage 
interest,and rental expenses) and Gilles’ CentreLink position.” 

Of course you do, how silly of me. You wrote and told me 
about it yourself. | just passed it all on to the tax office as a 
good citizen should. 

But wait, there was more, because you're the gift that 
keeps on giving, aren’t you my beloved ex husband, the man 
who thought it was great sport to send me into homelessness 
and destitution. 

Pierre H Testart, you were my hero, the most amazing man 
who championed the disadvantaged, the victims of coercive 
control, the fearless barrister fighting for the clients who 
needed you to give them a voice. 

As a family law barrister you made me a part of your world, 
and we became a fearless team for our clients. 

But then you became the kind of perpetrator we specialised 
in. 

You became the monster who'd hidden in plain sight before 
everyone, cloaked in a glamour built from your profession, 
your private school education, your charisma, wit, and 
memory for erudite and obscure quotes that sprinkled every 
conversation in or out of court. 

| loved you fiercely. So fiercely | couldn’t see you clearly. 
Blinded by what | didn’t want to see or acknowledge. 

But when you let the mask slip, you forgot who | was, what | 
could do, and how exceptionally skilled | am at what | do. 

You failed to take me seriously, and became blinded by 
your own Teflon coating, which allowed you to slide around 
the truth right in front of you. 

You made the mistake every other monster I’ve hunted 
has...you underestimated me and what | do. 

You forgot that | am a great friend, a loyal partner, but an 
even greater enemy. 

You forgot that | am a destroyer of monsters and a hunter 
of evidence. 

In your glee at being ‘free at /ast’ you forgot how dangerous 
| can be to a perpetrator. 


For dangerous | am. 

| revel in that. 

| make you afraid. 

You know | am relentless. 

The Australian Taxation Office tax evasion and fraud report 
that has taken a dogs age to roll up to your door has how 
arrived. It’s only taken two years, but oh my goodness it feels 
so good knowing you'll be examined like a bug pinned to a 
wall and spread out with every orifice poked and prodded. 

You'll be caught by your own lies as you twist and turn 
every which way, with no escape available. 

And then the unpaid superannuation claim you actually 
admitted to. 

You’re so sure of yourself that you admitted it, knowing that 
you were never going to pay it, and you thought you’d again 
have the last laugh. 

But oh my, you didn’t count on my resolution and tenacity, 
did you? 

You certainly didn’t count on me coming after you for that, 
did you? 

And all those firms who think like you, who protected you, 
and paid you money they should have thought harder about, 
well they got caught in your dirty stinking sordid mess too, 
didn’t they? 

How will they feel as they get scrutinised for their part in 
what you did? 

Will they still love you when their firms are being 
investigated because you’re a toxic asshole with pornstar 
fingers? 

There’s going to come a day when what you've done will be 
used as an example of how not to be a legal practitioner, 
when your name will be like a shit sandwich on everyone’s 
tongue. 

You forgot how good | was at bringing the evidentiary storm 
clouds into the cases we ran, and you didn’t think I’d ever 
unleash my gift onto your ass, did you? 

You simply ran off, hunting down the next victim you could 
impale on your micro penis. 

You believed your own lies, and lost everything and 
everyone who loved you. 

You're a monster who destroys everything he touches, 
sooner or later. 

You destroy every woman who has the misfortune to catch 
your eye. 


You lie, cheat, deceive, gaslight, distort the truth, 
manipulate and charm your way into the hearts of women, 
and when that doesn’t work, you sulk, use the silent 
treatment, and go nasty. 

| feel nothing but pity for the woman you’ve got hooked 
now. 

One day she will know the truth about you and I'll be here 
to talk to her. 

When the storm clouds come, | hope the lightening fries 
your ass. 


It’s A Duck! 


If it walks like a duck, sounds like a duck, looks like a duck, 
then it probably is a duck! 


Her Story... 


Reading the email and having my world collapse from under 
me was the most gut wrenching experience I’ve ever had. 

We were 8 days from our month long honeymoon overseas, 
a trip | had been excitedly planning for 6 months. | felt horrid 
and didn’t know how | was going to manage being the happy 
newlywed after having this dumped on me. 

8 days! | think | spent those 8 days in abject misery howling 
at the moon inside as | tried to show a brave face to the 
world. 

| couldn’t talk to anyone because no one believed me. At 
times | broke down at work, and those were hard days. 

| remember leaning against the windows in your office 
wishing the glass would just melt and | could fall to the street 
below and end my pain. It was then that | reached out for help 
from a professional. 

I’ll never forget her words to me ‘if it walks like a duck, 
sounds like a duck, looks like a duck, then it probably is a 
duck!’ 

| needed to hear that even if | wasn’t able to do anything 
with it at the time. 

This psychologist gave me strategies to use to allow me to 
talk about the inconsistencies | found in my husbands story, 
and | used them to help me put the information in front of 
him. 

Despite this, my husband was still in denial and just kept 
lying to me to save himself from what he saw as a no-win 
situation. Damned if he did admit, damned if he didn’t. 

| only challenged my husband once about this and it was 
over his phone records. To me, the time when he was out with 
a fellow solicitor on that fateful Friday, didn’t ring true from 
the phone records, so | found the courage to say to my 
husband ‘this looks like a date from the pattern of calls/texts 
to this one number’. 

His response was simply ‘I know how it looks, but trust me, | 
don’t know how my phone was in those locations.’ 

You have to trust me, | wouldn’t do anything to hurt you. 


You have to trust me; my recovery means more to me than 
doing that to you. 

How naive | was to take this at face value. 

You were, and still are, the asshole who was able to look me 
in the eye and do what you do best; lie without a shred of 
guilt. 

You are Pierre H Testart, a family law barrister meant to be 
held to a higher standard than the mere mortal lay people 
that surround you, the ‘punters’ who have no idea how dirty 
you are. 

You’re part of a profession that still doesn’t have any 
prohibition on you having sex with a client, and that gives you 
an ‘out’. 

You're part of a profession that hides dirty practitioners 
behind closed doors because everyone is afraid of being seen 
as a dobber. We can’t have that, can we? Lawyers have a 
code of honour and integrity after all. 


A Phoenix and her Bill 
of Rights 
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April 2019 was a time of intense work for me. | was alone in 
Vietnam, intent on using the time away from the man who 
continued to wreak havoc on my mental health with the 
intense gaslighting, direct attempts to rewrite my memories, 
and the psychological and sexual pressure on me to ‘come 
good’ so | could do what he’d insisted | do, which was to ‘tame 
the wild stallion in him’ that needed sex if | wanted a 
biddable, amenable, calmer husband better able to manage 
the feelings - rage, rape and murder fantasies - he had 
towards me. 

Pierre H Testart - Family law barrister, sex addict, tax 
evasion expert, and an all round dishonourable member of 
the legal profession who uses and abuses women because he 
has an overwhelming need to buy property no matter whether 
bankrupt or not. 

This ‘Bill of Rights’ is part of a much larger document | 
sent Pierre Testart, detailing my expectations, needs, 
boundaries, and non-negotiables. 

A serial bankrupt, Pierre knows how to manipulate the 
system to suit his own overweening needs and compulsions, 
and doesn’t hesitate to perjury himself. 
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Out of the larger document came a number of ‘contracts’ 
dealing with his mobile phone use, and Intimacy. | look back 
at the work | did last year, and it horrifies me that | spent so 
much effort on doing all of this work instead. | was so focused 
on doing what | thought was necessary to recover our 
marriage instead of recognising that | should have sent him 
packing. 

| did the thing we all do...| stayed too long, tried too hard, 
had too much compassion and empathy for him to see the 
monster clearly. 

For all of the shame and deep humiliation | feel at how | 
pleaded and begged him to do his own recovery work for 
himself, for us, it never happened, and | went on a journey 
that has given me so much more than | could ever have 


hoped for even as my world disintegrated around me. 

What happened to me in 2019 forced a transformative 
process that has had enormous impacts in many areas of my 
life, leading to changes that have forged a new person who 
had to become her own Phoenix and arise out of the ashes 
that consumed her utterly. 

| am still a work in progress, but | am not the woman | was 
last year. Or ten years ago. | will never be the woman who lets 
the red flags flutter while she ignores them. | will never again 
ignore my intuition. | will live my life according to the bill of 
rights | wrote so astutely even before | knew what | was really 
doing. 

This is my journey, my life, my recovery. 

Therefore... 
| care about you, but | cannot fix your problems 
| am not responsible for the choices that you make 
| am responsible and accountable for the choices that | make 
| will sometimes behave in a reactive way if | am triggered. | 
am ok with that so long as | do not use it against others. 
| need time and space to be able to process difficult emotional 
responses and discussions. This will not be used against me to 
demean or belittle me 
| will not be the object of ridicule, rage, or personal attacks 
that use my mental or physical health as weapons to 
humiliate, degrade, shame or blame me. 
| can disagree with you and still care about you 
| can be angry with you and still hold you safe in my heart 
| am not responsible for your behaviours and will not accept 
invalidation anymore 
| form my own opinions 
| will not allow others to make me feel guilty or bad about 
myself 
| have the right to say no to requests 
| have the right to say no to sex, and other forms of intimacy, 
without consequence 
| will not do something for you that you are able to do yourself 
Nobody has the right to tell me what to think, feel or do 
| have the right to my own thougNts, values and beliefs 
| decide what | share with others based on what feels right to 
me based on our agreed social media boundaries and other 
boundaries | may set or negotiate with anyone 
| have a right to tell anyone who is hurting, abusing or 
disrespecting me, to stop 
| have a right to expect that when | tell someone to stop what 
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they are doing to me that they will stop 

| have a right to love myself, respect myself and stand up for 
myself 

| have a right to speak my mind, my truth, and to be safe 
using that voice 

| have a right to use my voice being always mindful to mean 
what | say, say what | mean, and don’t say it meanly. 

| have a right to have relationships that feel good. 

| have a right to be sexual and to control my own body 

| have a right to control my sexual activities and to stop at 
any time without consequence 

| have a right to not be coerced or guilted into any sexual 
activity at any time 

| have a right to safe, consensual, intimacy with my partner 

| have a right to be me as long as I’m not hurting anyone 

| have a right to not take risks and act cautiously 

| have a right to not be exposed to the risk and consequences 
of others 

| have a right to protect myself 

| have a right to plan and develop ways of mitigating risk and 
consequence 

| have a right to being safe when travelling without 
humiliating, scorn, or invalidation 

| have a right to not accept others invalidation of my risk 
assessments 

| have a right to not participate in any activity where | may be 
forced to be responsible for possible consequences that are 
well seen in advance 

| have a right to not eat any food | deem spoiled, and will not 
allow anyone to coerce me into eating spoiled food to 
appease the feelings of others 

| will not be coerced into unsafe situations 

| will not be pressured to do things through guilt, 
manipulation, or other gaslighting techniques and will stand 
up for myself from now on. 

| have a right to stand up for myself and a responsibility to do 
it all the time 

| have a right to be heard and validated 

| have a right to be wrong, and an obligation to apologise 

| have a right not to be harmed, and an obligation to not harm 
others. 

| have the right to live how | want to live. This is true even if 
others don’t like it, so long as my choices and decisions do not 
have any consequential impacts on those around me 


| don’t have to feel bad because I’m not what somebody else 
wants me to be. 

| have a right not to be blamed for anyone else’s behaviour or 
reactions 

| have a right to be emotionally safe from unfair, abusive 
attacks on my character, personality, or mental health 

| accept myself and where | am right now 

| have a right to be accepted for who | am and | do not have to 
act humble or hide myself from anyone or anything 

| have a right to be proud of my achievements and to talk 
about them with pride 

| have a right to not use false modesty because others think 
I’m too lacking in humility or modesty 

| have a right to own my ego, my pride, my confidence and 
self-esteem without being diminished by anyone else’s lack of 
confidence or self-esteem 

| have a right to occupy my own space without the 
requirement to fit into any label or pigeon hole 

| have a right to own my voice, my power, and to roar like a 
lioness 

| have a right to call out bad behaviour if | see it 

| have a right to not allow sexist, racist, misogynistic or other 
acting out to be tolerated around me 

| have a right to not allow people into my space, or our 
relationship, that are not safe 

| have a right to determine who is a safe or unsafe person 

| have a right to feel safe with my partner 

| have a right to trust my partner 

| have a right to expect honesty, integrity, and fidelity from 
my partner in all things 

| have a right to continue my own personal growth 

| have a right to recovery 

| have a right to thrive and live a full and rich life 

| don’t have to be perfect 


Gaslighting...the apology 
and acknowledgement 
from my husband... 
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Gaslighting...the apology and acknowledgement from my 
husband... 

“My life’s an open book. | finished the affair long ago. She'll 
get over it in time. She’s bound to realise my good 
intentions.” 

An email my supposedly loving and devoted husband sent 
to me while | was in Vietnam doing extensive trauma work 
away from the physical presence of the man who spent a 
decade trying to rewrite my memories and drove me to 
suicide in January 2020. 


21 April 2019 

My darling Lisa, 

When | betrayed you with Xxxx Xxxx, | had no idea what | 
was doing. In my immature arrogance and shallowness of 
understanding, | thought | was having a mere sexual 
dalliance, well deserved after the sexual desert that was my 
relationship with Xxxxx (when you see the italics, you need to 
know this: | am letting you know the kinds of thoughts | had 
then, but don’t have now. | mean it to be self-mocking, and to 
contrast my current attitudes against what | thought was the 
reality back then. 

And, Lisa would never find out. And, she’s way up in 
XXXXXXxxX, and it'll only be a casual thing, no matter what 
happens with Xxxxxxx. All complete bullshit, of course. 

What | then proceeded to do was to (in very many ways, 
unconsciously) replicate the same wooing behaviours with 
both of you. And, in my brazen cockiness, | did the things in 
the active part of my relationship with Xxxxx that caused you 
the most pain (I think) about the physical aspects of my 
infidelity; the texting to her in front of you, the betrayal of the 
sacredness of your and my sexual relationship in the many 
ways you’ve pointed out to me they hurt you. When | finally 
had to come clean about my relationship with Xxxxxxx, | 
thought that those things were the most important hurts that | 
had inflicted on you. 

But, since | had chosen you (I see the pat on the head, now. 
God forgive me. | honestly don’t know how you can.), and 
since it was in the past, | thought that my sincere and (| 
thought) authentic expression of sorrow at having betrayed 
you were not only the start, but a very good part of the 
journey, of regaining your trust was already being 
accomplished. 


My life’s an open book. | finished the affair long ago. She'll 
get over it in time. She’s bound to realise my good intentions. 

| didn’t know the half of it. 

What | didn’t in any way acknowledge was the years of 
denial of the affair, and the toxicity and perniciousness of the 
tactics | used to manipulate your reality and try to run you out 
of puff to keep looking for the truth behind my denials. 

It has turned out to be the absolute worst thing | have ever 
done to another human being. 

By gaslighting you (I realise now that it could only be called 
that), | compounded the dreadful suspicions you had, and it 
was my actions that led you to having your nose rubbed in the 
details of what | had done with Xxxxxx, traumatising you all 
over again, and again, and again with the continued denials. 

By trying to put the physical side of the affair into the past, | 
compartmentalised the affair into its components, and 
ignored the real nub of my betrayal: the continued wounding 
of your psyche, time after time, by ignoring the loss of trust 
issue almost entirely, except at the very beginning. And what 
a huge error of judgement and insight that was! 

You did make yourself clear about the trust issue; it was 
just that | couldn’t see it. Denial; genuine ignorance; male 
chauvinist patriarchal behaviour; that continuing abuse 
syndrome; my lack of subtlety; sex addiction, one of the 
above? All of the above? | don’t know. 

But | see now why every dissonance made you suspect me, 
and be re-triggered, and frustrated, and enraged, and be full 
of self-doubt, and wish more urgently that | would just get it, 
and help you on your path to healing. 

You could have called bullshit on me any timee. But you 
saw something that made you stay, and made you willing to 
tolerate the appalling lack of insight that | displayed. 

Thank you for sticking with me. 

There have not been many days since all this started that | 
have not wished to myself that | had been less cowardly, less 
surreptitious; less a little crawling poisonous creature towards 
you. | wish | had had the guts to tell you the truth from the 
outset; you may have been spared the additional trauma 
caused by you discovering the facts you did, because of the 
investigations you conducted as a result of my denials. 

| can begin to see your need to check and re-check on me, 
after all why would you believe a single word | say? 

| can begin to understand why every time you become 
suspicious of me is because of something I’ve done to you. 


| can begin to understand why everything comes back to 
the betrayal of trust. 

Why, when | give you cause to suspect today, you go back 
to square one. 

| don’t know if | get it, or if | get a little bit only, of it. But | 
am beginning to understand more about what my betrayal 
has done to you as a person, across those thirteen dimensions 
the guy with the Arabic name talks about. 

Sorry is very cheap, | know. But | am truly sorry. 

lam only human, and will make mistakes. | am beginning to 
understand that the things in me that make the dishonesty 
and inauthenticity so spontaneous need to be dealt with by 
me. 

| hope you will give me a chance to come good. 

If | can come good, there are many more things that will 
need to be dealt with, if we’re to move forward with some 
chance of happiness and harmony. 

Let’s deal with what we can, what’s in front of us. 

I’ll try hard, and | can try hard. 

If nothing else, | very much hope that this letter serves to 
give you a little bit of peace, at last. | do see you. | do. 

Pierre H. Testart 

Barrister 

Nationally Accredited Mediator 


The contents of this 
Statement are true, and | 
am aware that there are 
penalties for making false 

statements to the 
Police... 


The contents of this Statement are true, and | am aware 
that there are penalties for making false statements to the 
Police... 

The day before our month-long honeymoon was to begin... 

STATEMENT OF PIERRE H TESTART 

My full name is Pierre H Testart 

My professional address is: 205 William Street, Melbourne. 
My private address is known to Police. 

| am a Barrister by occupation, having been admitted to 
practice as a Barrister and Solicitor of the Supreme Court of 
Victoria ON XXxxXxxx. 

In May 2005, | accepted a brief from xxxxxx, a solicitor from 
the firm of Slater & Gordon, to represent Xxxx Xxxxx in family 
law proceedings against her former husband in the Xxxxxx 
Circuit of the Federal Magistrates Court, where | have 
regularly attended on circuit for a number of years. 

Upon receiving the brief, | prepared it, along with other 
matters, for hearing a that circuit. The matter was in the 
circuit list for a number of days. | was opposed to Mr. Xxx Xxx 
of Counsel, who had been briefed by the Husband’s solicitor, 
Ms XxXxx. 

Both Ms Xxx and Mr. Xxx are very well known to me, and 
both have been friends of mine for many years. | went to 
University with Ms Xxxx many years ago; | stay at her home 
on each occasion | go on circuit, and | have been a friend of 
her husband, Xxxx, for many years. 

Mr. Xxx has been a friend of mine, and we have been on the 
same floor in Chambers for some years. By reason of the fact 
that we both regularly attend on circuit, particularly at 
XXXXXXxXxX, we have been opposed to each other on very many 
occasions, and our relationship is one of mutual trust and 
respect. 

Upon first meeting Xxxxx Xxxxx, | informed of my personal 
relationships with Ms Xxxx and Mr. Xxx, whom | had not 
known were involved in the case until after | had accepted the 
brief, and read the papers. | gave her the option to withdraw 
the brief from me, and to brief another member of Counsel 
who did not have such a close association with her Husband’s 
side. However, she chose to instruct me to continue with her 
case. 

Over the course of the week of the circuit, Mr. Xxx and | had 
extensive negotiations with each other regarding the matter 


of Xxxxxx. It was a high-conflict case: there were multiple 
proceedings between the Husband and the Wife; there were 
concurrent proceedings in the Victorian Magistrate’s Court in 
relation to Family Violence, where not only the Husband and 
Wife, but also other family members, were involved, and the 
issues in the family law proceedings related to both parenting 
and matrimonial property settlement issues. 

XXXXX XXXXXX was under an enormous amount of personal, 
emotional pressure and tension over the proceedings. For two 
of the three days upon which | spent considerable Xxxe with 
her, she had a friend, or support person, with her. | am unable 
to recall that person’s name. On many occasions, she broke 
down, and became by turns angry, sad, tearful, irrational, 
reckless, and resigned. She required a great deal of advice, 
reality checking, and patient support in order to think through 
the many issues she had to deal with. 

Ultimately, she instructed me to settle the proceedings by 
entering into consent orders, and I, in conjunction with Mr. 
Xxx, reduced to writing the agreement she had arrived at with 
her former husband. For technical legal reasons, the orders 
could not be made finally at that circuit, and the matter was 
adjourned off to the following circuit, to enable certain 
matters to be attended to so that orders could be made. 

During the week of the May circuit, Xxxxxx Xxxxxx had 
given me her mobile telephone number, in order for me to be 
able to call her if and when needed, as she had many family 
and business commitments to juggle as well as her court 
case. | was to phone, or send her messages, as the need 
arose. On one of the evenings in the circuit week (| am unable 
to recall the date precisely, but know | was at Xxxxxx{], a cafe 
in Xxxxxxx with a number of colleagues), | sent Xxxxxx 
XxXxXxxx an SMS asking her if she could attend court at a 
particular time the next day, as | had been discussing the 
case with Mr. Xxx, and some further proposals had been put 
to me about which | needed to obtain her instructions. | 
received a response by SMS which, amongst other things, 
indicated that Xxxxx Xxxxxx had had a couple of glasses of 
white wine; that the wine had given her some courage, and 
that she wanted to invite me to come around and have 
dinner, or the like. 

| showed that message almost immediately to a number of 
my colleagues, including Mr. Xxx, Mr. Xxx Xxxx, Mr. Xxx Xxx, 
and Ms Xxx Xxx. 

Owing to my perception of Xxxxx Xxxxxx as a troubled 


person, | temporised in response to her request, instead of 
immediately returning the brief, which would have required 
some other member of counsel to re-prepare the matter, at 
very significant expense to her. In the event, the matter 
settled, as | have said above. 

Upon my return to Melbourne, | returned the brief to Slater 
& Gordon, and rendered an account for my fees. 

| cannot recall precisely when the final property settlement 
orders were made, as | had not been briefed to appear of 
behalf of Xxxxx Xxxxxx when they were put before the Court. 

However, that was not an end to the matter. Xxxxx Xxxxxx 
kept on contacting, me, both on a personal and a professional 
level, by SMS, telephone, and e-mail. 

Mainly, there was continuing unresolved anger against, and 
further conflict with, her former husband, both in relation to 
parenting issues and with regard to property settlement. Also, 
there was the fact that | had told Xxxxx Xxxxxx, informally, 
that my ex-partner knew the founder of a large franchise 
operation, and Xxxxx Xxxxxx had asked me if | could put her 
in touch with this person, as she desired to get advice about 
turning her business into a franchise operation. 

Over time, and as she grew more and more dissatisfied with 
the deal she had struck with her former husband, her 
communications became more frequent, and personal. | 
copied Mr. Xxxxx of Slater & Gordon into some of the e-mails, 
and my responses, as | was concerned about Xxxxx XXXxXx’S 
very angry, irrational, and vindictive attitude towards her 
former husband, and towards Ms Xxx and Mr. Xxx, whom she 
disparaged to me in SMS, and telephone messages. 

Over time, it became clear that Xxxxx Xxxxx was intent on 
pursuing her former husband further on a personal level, and 
that she was also very resentful of Ms Xxxx, whom she 
regarded as the architect of many of the financial problems 
she faced as a result of difficulties with the implementation of 
the orders. 

Ultimately, | received an e-mail communication from Xxxxx, 
in which he indicated that Xxxx Xxxxx was now asserting she 
did not understand, or was not given advice about the effect 
of, the orders she had signed. | responded by e-mail, 
indicating to the contrary, that it had by then come to my 
attention that Xxxxx Xxxxxx had made personal threats to Ms 
Xxxx, and that in the circumstances of my longstanding 
friendship with Ms Xxxx, | could no longer remain involved, 
even on an informal level, with Xxxxx Xxxxx’s case. 


Subsequently, from conversations | had with both Ms Xxxx 
and a solicitor in her employ, Ms Xxx Xxx, | learnt that Xxxx 
Xxxxxx had assaulted Ms Xxxx by throwing a file of papers, 
which had struck Ms Xxxx in the face. 

In February 2010, at the cafe across the road from the 
XxXxXxXxXX Magistrate’s Court, where the Federal Magistrate’s 
Court was sitting, Xxxxx Xxxxxx approached Ms Xxx, Ms Xxx 
and me. We were sitting at a table having lunch. She said 
words to the effect of excuse me, but how is it that a barrister 
acting for one party can stay at the home of a person acting 
for the other party? Isn’t that unethical? | asked Xxxxxx 
XxXxXxXxXX to desist from talking to us, knowing that Ms Xxx was 
in some fear of her by reason of her past behaviour. Ms Xxxx 
then spoke to Xxxxx XxXxxxx, asking her to leave us alone, as 
we were having lunch. Xxxxx Xxxxx then left. 

In about the second week of June, as part of a routine 
review of my outstanding fees, | rang Slater & Gordon, and 
asked for payment to be made as soon as possible, as the 
fees had remained unpaid for over a year. | was told that the 
matter would be followed up. 

On Tuesday 22 June 2010, at about 1:20 p.m., | received an 
e-mail from Xxxxx Xxxxx, a copy of which | have provided to 
the Police. 

| deny the allegations made by Xxxx Xxxx that | had an 
improper sexual relationship with her, as she alleges in that e- 
mail. On the night of 6 August 2009, | had dinner in Xxxxxxx 
at Xxxxxx with Federal Magistrate Xxx Xxx QC, his two deputy 
Associates, and Mr. Xxx Xxx. After dinner, | returned to Ms 
Xxxx’s home in Xxxxxx, where | stayed the night. 

| believe that Xxxxx Xxxxxx is blackmailing me. The e-mail, 
the allegations contained therein, and the threat of 
proceedings being taken by her in the manner and for the 
reasons alleged by her, have caused me very considerable 
concern. 

On 23 June 2010, | spoke by telephone to Mr. Xxxx Xxxx of 
the Dandenong CIU, and e-mailed him a copy of the E-mail 
sent to me by Xxxx Xxxxxx. He advised me to approach the 
CIU at Warragul Police Station, which is the major Police 
Station near my residential address. Later that afternoon, | 
attended at the Warragul Police Station and spoke to 
Sergeant Xxxx Xxxx, who took into his custody a copy of the 
said e-mail, took my contact details, and indicated to me that 
a CIU officer would be in contact with me in due course. At the 
time of preparing this Statement, | have not heard from the 


Police. 

| make this Statement as | am leaving for overseas on 30 
June 2010, and will not be available until my return on 28 July 
2010. 

The contents of this Statement are true, and | am aware 
that there are penalties for making false statements to the 
Police. 

Pierre H Testart. 

29 June 2010. 


The Legal Fraternity ~ 
The Only Profession That 
Doesn't Prohibit 
Relationships 
With Clients. 


In 2019 | raised significant issues with the Victorian Legal 
Services Board about my former husbands affair with a family 
law client, and the police statement he used to convince me 
he was telling the truth in a Bill Clinton style manner. 

1. Mr Testart had an affair with his client in 2009 

You allege that Mr Testart had an affair with his client, in 
2009 in Shepparton. 

| accept that this alleged conduct, would have likely caused 
distress and disharmony in your marriage. However, this 
office is only able to investigate conduct that may amount to 
a disciplinary breach. For example, if it was the case that Ms 
XXxXxXxxx and Mr Testart’s relationship was non-consensual or 
amounted to sexual harassment. Accordingly, it would only be 
Ms Xxxxxxx who could raise this concern with our office. On 
this basis, we are unlikely to take any further action with 
respect to this issue. 

6. Mr Testart made a false statement to Police in 2009 

You allege that Mr Testart made a false statement to 
Victoria Police in 2009 about his affair. 

| have carefully considered the statement made by Mr 
Testart to Victoria Police. In the statement, he says that he 
denies the allegations made by the Client that [he] had an 
improper sexual relationship with her, as she alleges in that e- 
mail. 
It appears from the above statement that Mr Testart is 
denying animproper sexual relationship with Ms Xxxxxx 
rather than a _ sexual relationship with her altogether. 
Accordingly, it is unlikely that this office would be able to 
prove that Mr Testart misled Victoria Police in this regard. 

Is there any other aspect of the statement that you say is 
false or untrue? If so, please provide documentary evidence in 
support of same. 

Response by Lisa Testart to the Legal Services Board 

*All identifying material about the client is removed* 

During the May 2009 Shepparton Circuit Pierre Testart 
began a relationship with a family law client. He was 
instructed by Slater and Gordon in Melbourne. 

On 22 June 2010 the client emailed Pierre to tell him she 
would not be paying his fees because he had had an improper 
sexual relationship with her. 

Between 22 June 2010 and 30 June 2010 Pierre took me to 
the Warragul Police Station where he made a complaint of 
blackmail against the client. Pierre ensured | was in the 


interview room with him and the police officers. 

Pierre made sure | attended all of the meetings with a 
criminal barrister in her flat in Toorak, where they worked out 
what to do and Say in his police statement. Pierre sent the 
statement to the police by email on 30 June 2010, and then 
forwarded the email thread to me. This was done as we were 
flying out from Melbourne to Sydney on the first day of our 
honeymoon. 

Pierre sent me copies of email correspondence prior to the 
blackmail email being sent to create a defence if the client did 
make a complaint. 

| spent nearly two years building up a brief of evidence so 
that | could confront Pierre with what he had done. 

After | confronted him about the affair in 2012, he then 
wrote to the Ethics Committee of the Victorian Bar in 2013 
seeking a ruling to ‘talk about marital infidelity’. At no time 
did the Victorian Bar Ethics Committee ask the most basic 
question of ‘tell us more about the affair / who was the affair 
with? / was the affair with a client?’ 

If Pierre had been required to disclose further information 
his house of cards would have collapsed and he would have 
either had to disclose that the affair was with a client, or 
withdrawn his request for a ruling. 

The power imbalance between a client and_ their 
practitioner, be it a therapist, psychologist, lawyer, barrister, 
doctor, dentist or counsellor, is one made very clear in all 
ethical standards and codes of conduct. It is improper under 
any circumstances to have a sexual relationship with a client. 

Pierre Testart knows this full well. He experienced the 
trauma and devastation of this with his own daughter who 
was groomed at age 16 by her high school music teacher, 
who used the defence of ‘I wasn’t her teacher when | fucked 
her during the long summer holidays’, and | am of course 
paraphrasing what was a successful defence in this instance. 

So too, the Legal Services Board must look at this matter 
from the point of view of the power imbalance, the 
vulnerability and distressed state of any family law client 
regardless of how cogent or with it they present. There is no 
circumstance where a sexual relationship can be appropriate 
between a barrister acting for a client, and continuing to 
provide legal advice for most of the 2009 year to the client. 

The client rightly refused to pay their bill. They should have 
made a complaint, but they didn’t. The instructing firm, Slater 
and Gordon paid the account without telling the client. In 


effect, Slater and Gordon paid off Pierre to make it all go 
away; hush money is how | characterise it. 

| have known barristers to be have their practicing 
certificates suspended just for propositioning a female client. 
This was a sexual relationship over many months, involving 
high profile members of the legal and now parliamentary 
community as unknown and unwitting alibis in a false police 
statement. 

At every stage Pierre sent me copies of the emails he sent, 
the stories he wove with colleagues and friends to try and 
make me accept his version of the truth; a version where he is 
always the believable, honourable, his word is his bond, man. 
Does this sound familiar? Does it sound like the man who also 
actively deceived the Legal Services Board and Commissioner 
in its investigation and ultimate prosecution between 2005 
and 2008 for professional misconduct? 

Leopards don’t change their spots, they just get dirtier and 
grubbier. It takes effort to see the pattern emerge, the lies, 
the dishonesty, the lack of empathy, the lack of any kind of 
moral compass that guides and regulates the average person 
in how they deal with those around them. 

Not so Pierre Testart. In his world there are no 
consequences, no retribution or penalties, because he never 
gets caught, and if he does, he has his latin school white male 
private school boy privilege, along with his officer of the court 
professional cloak of Harry Potter invisibility to draw upon. 

Make no mistake, Pierre Testart is a predator, and a man for 
whom the normal rules of society do not apply. He is 
pathologically incapable of understanding what he is doing, 
except that it suits him in the moment to do it. 

Writing the police statement was something he did in the 
moment because it was a _ Satisfying way of bringing 
authenticity and authority to his denials of an affair. 

When you, the Legal Services Board, tell me that: 

It appears from the above statement that Mr Testart is 
denying an improper sexual relationship with Ms Xxxx rather 
than a sexual relationship with her altogether. Accordingly, it 
is unlikely that this office would be able to prove that Mr 
Testart misled Victoria Police in this regard. 

then you are allowing this man, this predator and 
pathological liar and covert narcissist to again leverage his 
intellect, and use of the English language, to again weasel out 
of the accountability that ought be shot home to him by the 
very agency that has authority and disciplinary oversight of 


legal practitioners in this state. 

Apparently it’s ok to have a proper sexual relationship with 
a client, but not an improper one? 

You force me to do the work for you in all of these points 
you raise, from all of the complaints | have been raising with 
your office since May 2019. 

You make me prove every point, and prove my right to the 
documents | provide, knowing that you can use material, 
evidence, and documents FROM ANY SOURCE as you see fit. 
Making me prove my right to have the documents | present to 
your office makes a mockery of the powers you hold, and 
have every right to exercise, in the investigative and 
disciplinary powers you hold and should wield. 

You force me to prove the very case that your office should 
be actively investigating. 

You force me to provide the prosecution matrix for each 
complaint | raise with your office, and | find that an appalling 
indictment on your office and the way it goes about dealing 
with complaints about legal practitioners, especially Pierre 
Testart and the way he has actively deceived your office, his 
colleagues, the wider legal profession, and those who have 
had the misfortune to fall into his charismatic and oh so 
charming facade. 

So | will prove my case to you that Pierre Testart perjured 
himself in his statement to the police, even though | know 
that perjury is not the right term for this matter as it was not 
investigated, did not proceed to court, and so does not fall 
into the correct purview of perjury as a prosecutorial offence; 
but nevertheless perjury fits what he does and says, and so | 
shall leave the descriptor to stand. 

For ease of reference, | have numbered each paragraph. 
Where | know the facts, | will state the facts from my own 
knowledge. Where | do not know, or cannot know the facts, | 
will refrain from commenting. 

Page one of his statement is true. 

Paragraph 8 of page 2 rings alarm bells. Pierre describes 
the client as being: 

“under an enormous amount of personal, emotional 
pressure and tension over the proceedings. On many 
occasions, she broke down, and became by turns angry, sad, 
tearful, irrational, reckless, and resigned. She required a great 
deal of advice, reality checking, and patient support in order 
to think through the many issues she had to deal with.” 

This ought to be sufficient for the nature of the power 


imbalance to be seen, and noted. Pierre certainly makes no 
attempt to paint her as rational, someone who was able to 
make informed, consensual sexual decisions in circumstances 
where she was being groomed by a very powerful, charming, 
charismatic man who oozes confidence, is highly intelligent, 
funny, witty, and makes women know that he is always ready 
and willing to be a ‘confidante and shoulder to cry on’, 
someone who welcomes and invites women, particularly 
young female solicitors, to ‘call him at inconvenient times’. 

Paragraph 10 refers to the regular Thursday night dinners 
on Circuit with the Judicial Officer, their associates, and the 
legal practitioners. It was a regular event and | have attended 
them when | have accompanied Pierre on Circuit. Sometimes 
there is a dinner on the Sunday night before Circuit, 
depending on the Judge. | know this routine from first-hand 
experience. 

| cannot say if a text message was received, or if it was 
shown to anyone at the dinner as he asserts in Paragraph 11 
on page 3. 

Paragraph 12 again speaks to the power imbalance 
between the client and the barrister, and ought be enough to 
create the awareness that whatever occurred between them 
arose out of the clients distress, and the possibility of 
transference as raised in the article sourced from Austlii ‘Sex 
with Clients and the Ethical Lawyer’. 

Under Section 8 of the Legal Profession Uniform Conduct 
(Barristers) Rules 2015 

A barrister must not engage in conduct which is: 

(a) dishonest or otherwise discreditable to a barrister, 

(b) prejudicial to the administration of justice, or 

(c) likely to diminish public confidence in the _ legal 
profession or the administration of justice or otherwise bring 
the legal profession into disrepute. 

It would appear that barristers do not have any prohibition 
on sleeping with a client unless it falls into the catchall of 
section 8. 

Why is it that dentists, psychologists, counsellors, therapists 
and the like have explicit prohibitions stated in writing in 
various codes of conduct, yet the legal profession does not, 
relying instead on the Section 8 catchall. 

As to Paragraph 15 of the statement it is difficult to 
reconcile his comment of ‘The Client kept contacting, me, 
both on a personal and a professional level, by SMS, 
telephone, and email’ with the telephone records for the 


period indicating that in one billing cycle alone Pierre sent 74 
SMS / text messages to a woman he asserts was effectively 
harassing him. 

To be clear, the phone records for the period between 4 
June 2009 and 29 October 2009 show that Pierre Testart sent 
173 text messages, made 6 voluntary calls, one lasting 13.53 
minutes, to a woman he asserts was irrational, angry, kept 
contacting him, and was becoming vindictive and disparaging 
in her communications with him. 

At no stage did Pierre make any attempt to stop this woman 
from contacting him. 

| was present during some of the phone calls he received 
from her when we would be visiting his ex-partner to spend 
time with his step-son. 

As Pierre states in Paragraph 16, he used the story that his 
former partner knew the founder of Boost Juice as the reason 
for her calls to him when he was in my company. 

No longer a client, with the brief returned to Slater and 
Gordon sometime during 2009, there is no rationale or reason 
for continuing to engage with a client that had acted as badly 
as Pierre states she did. He was under no obligation to 
maintain communication with her of any kind. 

The characterisation of the client as a vindictive, nasty 
woman, is part of the repertoire of words he uses about any 
woman who doesn’t fall into line with what he wants. When 
she sent her email to him on 22 June 2010 he had to fall back 
on tried and tested language to describe a woman who had 
been badly abused by him and was vulnerable and 
emotionally damaged by her family law proceedings and the 
outcome it forced on her. 

As to Paragraph 19 of his statement, Pierre did indeed have 
an exchange with the instructing solicitor about the client: 

From: Pierre Testart [mailto:xxxxx@vicbar.com.au] 

Sent: Thursday, 26 November 2009 06:31 PM 

TO: XXXXXXX 

Subject: Re: the client 

Dear XXxx, 

Of course she understood the orders, and all their 
implications: | not only explained them in detail, but she 
argued with me over them over many hours, spanning a 
number of days 

Furthermore, the client has written to me on a number of 
occasions, as you know, and her grasp of the orders, and their 
import, can’t seriously be in doubt, in my view. 


The last | heard of the client, she had, so it was reported to 
me by Xxxx Xxxx, threatened her (Xxxx) personally over 
some disputed aspect of the orders. 

In the circumstances of my friendship of over 30 years with 
Xxxxx, | don’t feel | can be of any further assistance to the 
client. I’m sure you understand, and that | can trust you to 
keep the detail of this e-mail confidential between us as 
practitioners. 

Kind regards, 

Pierre Testart 

On 26/11/2009, at 18:20, Xxxx Xxxxx wrote: 

Hi Pierre, 

I’d be grateful if you would please give me a quick call when 
you get this message. 

Xxxx is asserting that she did not have an understanding of 
the orders that she signed where they require her to “procure 
the discharge of the husband from all liability in respect of ...” 
liabilities relating to her business. She claims that she was not 
advised that such order required her to either refinance or 
pay out the liabilities and that if she had been so advised then 
she would not have agreed to the settlement proposal. 

Your comments would be appreciated. | can be contacted 
directly on the number below, or Xxxxxxxx. 

Regards, 

XXXXX XXXXX 

Practice Group Manager— Family Law 

Slater & Gordon Lawyers 

As to Paragraph 24, while the Legal Services Board wants to 
not have to investigate because the weasel words of ‘an 
improper relationship’ appear in his statement, the facts of 
the matter in this paragraph are more serious. 

On the 2 August 2009 Pierre left our flat in South Melbourne 
to attend Circuit in Shepparton. He sent the first tranche of 
text messages to the client, at 1.46pm, and 5.09pm as he 
travelled from Melbourne, to Shepparton, and then on to 
XXxXxXxx, where She lived, some distance from Shepparton. 

The phone records show Pierre sending me a text message 
from Xxxxxx at 8.35pm on the Sunday evening of 2 August 
2009, when he was having dinner with Her and her children. 

After dinner, the phone records again show a tranche of 
text messages to the client on 2 August 2009. One is while he 
is driving on the way back to Shepparton to Xxxx Xxxx house 
at 10.56pm. 

A further six text messages are sent to Xxxxxx when he 


arrives at Shepparton. This is not a man who is being 
harassed by an angry former client. 

On 5 August 2009 Pierre was again in Xxxxxx, sending text 
messages to Xxxx Xxxx, a barrister on Circuit with Pierre. The 
text messages were sent at 10.32pm and 10.39pm. 

| spent considerable time exploring the mobile network 
coverage of Shepparton and Xxxxxxx with a_ Telstra 
technician. At the time of the communications between Pierre 
Testart and the client there was no possible way for his phone 
signal to be picked up by the mobile tower in Xxxxxxx unless 
his phone was in range, in the area covered by the towers for 
that area. He could not have his phone signal picked up by a 
tower in Xxxxx if he was in Shepparton. | did my research very 
thoroughly. If the origin of the call is Xxxxxx, then Pierre and 
his phone were in Xxxxxxx. 

When Pierre also states that he was having dinner at Cellar 
47 on 6 August 2009 with Federal Magistrate Xxx Xxx QC, his 
two associates, and Mr Xxxx Xxxx, and then returned to the 
home of Ms Xxxx Xxxx, that is a lie; the lie being that he 
returned to the home of Xxxx Xxxx and stayed the night 
there. 

XxXxx Xxxx, now the Independent Member for Xxxx, was 
away that night with her husband, Xxxx, in Melbourne | 
recollect, for an RACV event at a time when Xxxx was on the 
RACV Board. Either way, whatever event it was, both Xxxx 
and Xxxx were not home that night. 

Pierre told everyone at the dinner at Cellar 47 that he was 
going home early to Melbourne, leaving that night, as he had 
no cases listed for the Friday being 7 August 2009. 

With no one at the Xxxx residence, and no one to see him 
leave Shepparton, Pierre found it easy to deceive everyone 
and make his way to Xxxxxx, again, where he stayed the 
night with the client, leaving early the next morning for 
Melbourne. 

The text messages sent to Pierre in her email of 22 June 
2010 accord with the phone records provided here. Indeed, 
many of the text messages were exactly the same as had 
been sent to me during 2009. 

Pierre certainly pushed the blackmail line with everyone as 
a cover for what he had done with a client who was now 
telling him explicitly that his conduct was unacceptable and 
unprofessional. 

On 23 June 2010 as Pierre states in Paragraph 26, he and | 
attended Warragul Police Station where he used the police as 


props to bolster his false denials about having any kind of 
sexual relationship with the client. We both went into the 
police station, and | was there when he was later told that 
they would try to use a phone record session when we 
returned from our honeymoon at the end of July 2010. 

And when Pierre states in Paragraph 28 that ‘the contents 
of this Statement are true, and | am aware that there are 
penalties for making false statements to the Police’ then you, 
the Legal Services Board, should act and make him 
accountable for the deliberate falsehoods he has told within 
this statement, that he later withdrew. 

It is of interest to note that the people Pierre used as alibis 
for his overnight stay with Xxxx on 6 August 2009 are the 
very same people who vouched for his character at his 
sentencing hearing in 2008, and at various other times in his 
professional life. This is a man who does not have a 
conscience or considers consequences when he comes up 
with his lies. 

Federal Magistrate Xxx Xxx QC used as an alibi provided a 
written character reference on 21April 2008 to VCAT. 

Ms Xxxx Xxxx, a solicitor at the time, was used as an alibi 
provided a written character reference for the VCAT 
sentencing hearing. 

All of the many written and oral character references 
provided claim that Pierre Testart is an ethical member of 
counsel and one on whose word the Court can rely as stated 
by the Honourable Justice Xxxx Xxxx who also provided a 
written character reference. 

This does not accord with the man who is prepared to write, 
and lodge, a statement to the police that is full of dishonest 
and deliberately false statements. 

To not investigate this matter because he writes ‘I did not 
have an improper sexual relationship’ is to make a clear and 
unambiguous statement that this type of conduct is 
condoned by the legal profession as just another dirty little 
secret that gets swept under the rug. 

* Shhhhh we don’t dob on colleagues because it might be 
us next up there. 

* It’s too difficult to prove so we won’t bother. 

* If we can’t get a conviction we won't investigate. 

If the person making the complaint, with all the evidence, 
can’t get an investigation going, then what hope is there for 
the legal profession to be viewed with anything other than the 
contempt it justly deserves. 


Letter To An Ex 
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Pierre H Testart... 


A sex addict, a family law barrister, and a tax evasion 
expert are in a bar... 


Oh, sorry, you thought they were different people? 


‘fraid not; as it turns out, they are all part of my ‘cough’ 
beloved ex-husbands arsenal of personalities who light up a 
woman’s life like you wouldn’t believe. 

Roll it all up in a family law barrister bundle and you’ve got 
a recipe for homelessness, destitution, gaslighting 
extraordinare, and abuse all rolled into one very ugly 
package. 

And then there is the #micropenis issue the man is 
obsessed with. 

You'll become very familiar with the pathology labs around 
you as you deal with the multiple UTI’s you'll get. 

The ATO will be a familiar spectre as his skills at tax evasion 
become increasingly evident. 

You'll find yourself wondering what you got yourself into as 
it becomes clearer and clearer that this man is always the 
victim yet somehow you never get to meet his family, or his 
exes, who all know him so well now. 

You'll support and love him, while he chips away at you 
ever so diligently. He’s like an archeologist searching inside 
you to find the core he can use and abuse when he’s tired of 
you at last. 

You may last a decade, but he will tire of you. 

You will get sick of the incredible effort it takes to keep his 
stories straight. 

He will tell you ‘I’m a bull at a gate, but you just need to tell 
me to stop and | will’. Yeah. As if. Watch that one turn into the 
dead rat in a salad as he’s wont to spout. 

And if you say no too much, better be ready for the sulks 
that come as this man cannot tolerate a lack of sex. 

And consent? Whoa...he’s a man who doesn’t even 
understand what informed consent is in a relationship, let 
alone in any sexual setting. 

Consent for him is ‘if you don’t say no I'll keep going’. 

And he will push and push you to do the horrible, dirty 
things that lurk in his mind, that he really wants to do to you. 


Things that will certainly give you UTI’s to die for. 

If you think he loves you, think again. He doesn’t. He can’t. 
He doesn’t have empathy but he does know how to mimic it 
and talk it up. Just wait and observe. Be like David 
Attenborough and wait for the natural beast to feel safe in its 
habitat. 

Don’t wait til it’s too late like | did. 

Run, run, run as fast as you can. 

Get out, get safe, don’t look back. 

He’s dangerous, delusional, a pathological liar, a covert 
narcissist and a bloody good victim...just ask him. Better yet, 
just ask me. 

We’re talking about Pierre H Testart here. 

A family law barrister who fucked a client, made his wife 
homeless and destitute in family law proceedings by running 
off with all the money and crying poor, a man who bought 
property while bankrupt during a ten year period, a man who 
will do and say whatever suits him in the moment regardless 
of the consequences. 

This is a man, a lawyer, that class of professional that 
should hold itself to a higher standard than the ordinary 
citizen, who thinks of nothing but himself and his own 
indulgences. 

He'll perjure himself with the ATO and the Legal Services 
Board and Commissioner. Why? Because he can—it’s really 
that simple. 

If he gets his hooks into your property you’re doomed. 

He will be so generous and kind, lavishing all kinds of 
expensive gifts on you. 

Perfume and jewellery are his favourite go to gifts. 

| hope you never have to endure the ignominy of having 
Pierre H Testart as an ex, but if you do, at least you'll be in 
good company. 

There is life after Pierre. 


Cats have way more 
empathy than some of 
the assholes I’ve known 


Master Pud won’t leave me alone. 


He knows I’m sad, reeling from the words | have to read 
again, immersed in the dreadful abuse | endured, with all of 
the good girl words | used to pacify the monster | finally fully 
saw after a decade of marriage. 

He mugs me, interrupting me, forcing himself onto my lap 
to comfort me, his only mum since before his eyes were open. 
He comes to me for his own comfort too, needing me as much 
as | need him. 

And Miss Machiatto, with her ritual head bumps, tummy 
twirls, and need for attention also joining in to say howdy to a 
sad mum. 


Miss Machiatto smooching her mum...her kink is rolling over 
to have her tummy rubbed while she makes air biscuits 

| started the work | need to do for court, but fuck me the 
tears came, the shame | feel for how long | spent being 
responsible for fixing it all, when it wasn’t my problem to fix. 

The humiliation doesn’t get easier, the pain doesn’t lessen 
as | have to keep going back into this nightmare time and 
time again. | can’t even withdraw from the case because then 
it just becomes an undefended hearing and | lose whatever | 
had left to an asshole who’d gleefully see me reduced to living 
under a bridge while he danced merrily on with his $10,000 a 
month job. 

| have to do this in stages or I'll go crazy. | have to take the 
time to cry, and scream, lose myself in the sheer torment of it 
all, because there’s no one else who'll do it, no legal team, 
not a goddamn thing, because of who I’m fighting. 

I’m the one who has to prepare the evidence, write the 
submissions, parse the exhibits for the cross examination, and 
then do the cross examination. 

It’s all up to me. 

And it’s a fucking good thing I’m an expert at cross 
examination, having been taught it by one of the best. But 
that doesn’t make all of this any easier. 

Truly, | just want to go have a drink or two, hide from all of 
this, pretend it doesn’t exist, that I’m not living in hiding, 
terrified he'll find me, that I'll come home to something 
unexpected. 

| hate this. 

| hate being drawn back into the well of despair and 
darkness, where the monsters live, and the tears flow like 
salty rivers silently, heaving sobs, indescribable and 
unbearable. 

And this is just the civil case...the worst hasn’t even started 
yet in a much scarier jurisdiction where I'll be torn apart. 

Tonight I’m just full of tears for the woman who got 
trapped, and | have to read every fucking word she wrote to 
the monster that took away her consent, and turned her into a 
silent, frozen, screaming inside fuck toy that he used. 

Do you have any idea how much | wish I'd kept running all 
those years ago when | first met the monster...but | came 
back. Because | thought | was the problem. Not the monster. 

| should have kept running. 

I’m going to go hug my cats, cry, weep away some of the 
godawful shit with tears and tissues. Because tomorrow | have 


to keep going. 


The Jekyll and Hyde 
Husband 


The Jekyll and Hyde Husband: When your 
abuser apologises, admits everything, and then 
does a 180 and denies it all... 
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Our Wedding Day January 2010 

Our Wedding Day—Who knew that our life together was 
built on a lie, and the foundation would be abuse? 

It’s hard to get your head around the thinking of a covert 
narcissist, with the added bonus of being a psychopathically 
dishonest man unable to tell the truth about anything that 
involves him. 

As a family law barrister, he was my hero. | idolised him and 
the work he did, and | spent thousands of hours at court just 
watching him do his thing, and absorbing the magic and 
mystery of the process that engrossed me. | was a court 
junkie from way back, and this man who swept me off my feet 
so hard and fast was fascinating, funny, witty, smart, 
charming, charismatic, and he chose ME, the quiet little 
church mouse woman who brought nothing except herself to 
the relationship. 

We began our relationship equally impoverished, each 
bringing little to the relationship except our love for each 
other. How little | knew this man, who would begin an affair 
with a family law client within a month of us living together in 
late April 2009. 

By 1 July 2009 | was working full time for my new boyfriend, 
and unbeknownst to me, he was taking her out to dinner 
three days later, having a fine old time wining, dining, and 
dancing up a storm with her at various venues and nightclubs 
around Melbourne. He never once took me dancing. Not once. 

Even when he proposes, on 30 October 2009, it still hadn’t 
ended, as he had planned to catch up with her. We married in 
the January of 2010, and decided to delay our honeymoon by 
six months to go to a legal conference in Italy and have a 
good holiday at the same time. 

Eight days before we were to fly out, | was at the Children’s 
Court watching a case when my husband came in and 
motioned for me to come out. He didn’t tell me what had 
happened, just that he had to tell me something back at the 
office. 

He was being blackmailed. He had this client who was 
refusing to pay his fees and making the most outrageous 
allegations which were not true. My husband swore on his AA 
recovery that he would never do anything to hurt me, and 
that his recovery as an alcoholic meant more to him than 
doing anything like this to me. | believed him. | tried 
desperately to prove her wrong, but those eight days were 
the beginning of the end of my life as | knew it, and nothing | 


uncovered did anything other than point to my husband as a 
man who was lying to me. 

She had sent text messages in her email. She had copied 
them into a word document. Sickeningly | read line after line 
of words | recognised; words that had the ring of truth 
because they were the exact same phrases sitting in the 
messages section of my own phone. He’d sent the same text 
messages to both of us at different times. He was a creature 
of habitual phrase usage. 

The language, syntax, everything pointed to my husband as 
described by the client. He’d had sex with her, and it had 
gone on during all of 2009, right in front of me. We'd walk to 
work and he’d be texting her. He always told me it was just 
solicitors. His dinner with her on 3 July 2009 was covered up 
as dinner with a solicitor—one of those annoying schmoozy 
things he had to do to keep in the good graces of solicitors 
who were his source of work. Who was | to complain? | knew 
nothing different, | was ignorant of how a barrister worked 
and what they really did, and he played on my ignorance and 
trust. 

Oh how he played me well. So many stories to tell, so much 
to unpack. 

After a decade of systemic gaslighting and manipulations, 
my husband finally acknowledged what he’d done all these 
years to me, but it was to be too little too late. 

In 2019 my husband finally let go of the facade of the loving 
husband and let loose the monster within, although he tried 
desperately to keep me hooked into this facade as much as 
he could, so desperate was he to convince me of his sincerity. 
He even sent me emails while | was in Vietnam doing 
extensive trauma work away from the physical presence of 
the man who spent a decade trying to rewrite my memories 
and drove me to Suicide in January 2020. 

| didn’t know at the time about covert narcissism, or sex 
addition, or the effects of gaslighting and the subtle and 
insidious effects this kind of abuse has on a person. But | am 
starting to understand now, and the pain of that brings its 
own new and terrifying responses. 

Having received apologies and acknowledgments of his 
behaviour time after time, I’ve come to understand that | fed 
off these as a person drowning gasps for air at every 
opportunity. 

The term for this is intermittent reinforcement, where we 
are thrown a bone, we see some of the person we fell in love 


with, they give us hope that the person we love is still there if 
only we hang on a bit longer, have a bit more patience, time 
will eventually see our loved one returned to us. It’s why 
victims stay in abusive relationships because we hang on for 
far too long to the hope that they'll come back, revert back to 
who they were when they lovebombed us into their toxic 
world. 

| stayed too long because | had too much compassion and 
understanding of what was underneath all of his shitty 
behaviours towards me. | was too empathic and 
compassionate. They feed off that, using it to keep us 
trapped. We don’t see the traps that ring us in because we 
are blinded by our need to have our patience rewarded with 
these few and far between examples of their love for us. 

| lived on these apologies. They kept me going, believing 
he’d finally understood, finally got me, finally | could stop 
explaining Every. Single. Time. 

But no, this was just another example of his manipulations 
of me. 

He wrote this email to me voluntarily, albeit | forced him 
into it by refusing to talk to him until he did the hard work of 
digging for answers himself instead of being spoon fed by me. 
| was livid. We’d had a telephone call where | spent at least 20 
minutes yelling at him to figure it out for himself, that | wasn’t 
going to talk to him until he did the work of getting all of this 
for himself, and then he hung up on me. Yes, he was not able 
to cope with his normally agreeable wife yelling at him for a 
period of time so solidly that he couldn’t get a word in. It was 
the first time | did this, and the result is the email below. 

But even this was fake, because he didn’t believe it, and 
maintained the false narrative he’d created of me as the 
perpetrator of domestic violence. 

Did he stop telling friends and family | was abusive? No. 

Did he tell friends and family he was a sex addict? No. 

Did he tell anyone that he was the real abuser in our 
relationship? No. 

In fact, during all of 2019 and 2010 he told everyone that 
he was my victim, that | was the perpetrator, and he even 
wrote to someone that he’d never abused me during our 
marriage under any circumstances, writing: 

“| again deny that | have in any way abused Lisa at any 
stage throughout our relationship”. 

And yet his own words to me, of his own volition, while | am 
in Vietnam and he is Australia, speak volumes about his abuse 


of me ‘throughout our relationship’. 

His capacity for dishonesty and deception is exceptional, 
and as a true psychopath he does it with such sincerity that 
you cannot but believe it in the moment. It’s only when you 
have time and distance, and the repeating pattern to observe 
with the benefit of hindsight, that you realise just what has 
happened and how. 

| loved this man with all my heart and being, and even at 
his worst | still foolishly clung to the vain hope that he would 
choose me and decide to work with me to rebuild our life, our 
future, and with our specialist sex addiction counsellors we 
would discreetly and quietly rebuild the relationships with 
friends and family he’d so badly damaged with his willingness 
to do and say anything in the moment that would make him 
look like the victim in their eyes of a nasty, spiteful, vindictive 
and abusive woman like me. 

Sadly, less than four weeks after he sent me this email, full 
of his false protestations of love and being so very sorry, he 
chose to slink away in the night never even having the 
courtesy to tell me where he was living, and he took every 
cent of our money with him, leaving me eventually destitute 
and homeless. 

The man who could so effectively display remorse and 
emotion in person and in the written word was still the man 
who would continue to deny me at every opportunity he 
could. 

The gaslighting, abuse, and emotional and psychological 
torture didn’t end, it just came out in the open and became 
the norm, instead of being done surreptitiously. He knew he 
didn’t need the mask any more, and that is what eventually 
helped me to see the truth of who he is, and always would be: 
a monster masquerading as a real human being. 

There is no humanity in this man. There is no integrity, no 
shred of decency, not a skerrick of insight as to what he has 
done and continues to do. 

He will continue to do and say anything he likes that suits 
him in the moment, with no regard for the consequences. 
Once committed to a course of action through a dishonest act 
or word, he is caught like a butterfly in an exhibit; caught and 
pinned by the lies he has spun and cannot pull away from 
under any circumstances. 

I've learned to see his behaviours as predictable, and as 
such they make him a toy to be played with, predictably 
behaving and responding to the cues he is fed. 
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| spoon fed this man my trauma, the explanations for why 
his abuse had resulted in the behaviours | had, and continue 
to have today, and his gifted ability to use that to craft the 
remorseful responses | clung to like that drowning victim. He 
never needed to do anything because | was the one that did 
the research, found the answers, gave him everything he 
needed to pretend. He never did a goddamn thing except give 
me pretty words and pats on the head, fake apologies and 
promises of a better tomorrow. 

Like any good addict he knew how to lie to my face, and | 
lapped it up like a starving kitten. 

He knew exactly what he was doing, and he did it well. 


From: Lisa Testart <xxxxxxx@XXXXXX> 
Subject: Thirteen Dimensions of Sex Addiction-Induced 
Trauma (SAIT) Among Partners and Spouses Impacted by Sex 
Addiction© | The Institute For Sexual Health 
Date: 20 April 2019 at 3:00:21 am AEST 
To: My Husband <xxxxx@xxxxxxxx> 
Here’s something to consider—I identify with all 13 
categories... 
https://theinstituteforsexualhealth.com/thirteen- 
dimensions-of-sex-addiction-induced-trauma-sait-among- 
partners-and-spouses-impacted-by-sex-addiction/ 
The following is derived from the victim’s perspective, from 
the bottom looking up, NOT just from the top looking down. 
Thirteen Dimensions of Sex Addiction-Induced Trauma 
(SAIT) among Intimate Partners and Spouses Impacted by Sex 
Addiction-Compulsivity ©: 
Discovery Trauma 
Disclosure Trauma 
Reality-Ego Fragmentation 
Impact to Body and Medical Intersection 
External Crisis and Destabilization 
SAIT Hypervigilance and Re-Experiencing 
Dynamics of Perpetration, Violation and Abuse (SAIP) 
Sexual Trauma 
Gender Wounds and Gender-Based Trauma (GBT) 
Relational Trauma and Attachment Injuries 
Family, Communal and Social Injuries 
Treatment-Induced Trauma 
Existential and Spiritual Trauma 


From: Pierre Testart <xxxxx@XXxXxxx> 

Subject: Re: Thirteen Dimensions of Sex Addiction-Induced 
Trauma (SAIT) Among Partners and Spouses Impacted by Sex 
Addiction© | The Institute For Sexual Health 

Date: 20 April 2019 at 3:41:31 am AEST 

To: Lisa Testart <xxxxx@XxXxxx> 

| read this thoroughly. 

Irrespective of whether | am a sex addict or not, | did the 
damaging things that are referred to. | understand why you 
identify with all of the categories, as they have been 
described in detail. 

I’m starting to understand why | can’t ‘hurry you up’ to ‘get 
over it’. 

I’m very grateful to you that you have continued to relate to 
me all this time in spite of all the painful difficulties | caused 
you. | sure hope I’m fucking worth it. 

Pierre H. Testart 

Barrister 

Nationally Accredited Mediator 


21 April 2019 at 9.27pm 

From: pierretestart 

My darling Lisa, 

When I betrayed you with Xxx Xxx, | had no idea what | was 
doing. In my immature arrogance and shallowness of 
understanding, | thought | was having a mere sexual 
dalliance, well deserved after the sexual desert that was my 
relationship with Xxxx (when you see the italics, you need to 
know this: | am letting you know the kinds of thoughts | had 
then, but don’t have now. | mean it to be self-mocking, and to 
contrast my current attitudes against what | thought was the 
reality back then. 

And, Lisa’d never find out. And, she’s way up in 
Shepparton, and it’ll only be a casual thing, no matter what 
happens with Lisa. All complete bullshit, of course. 

What | then proceeded to do was to (in very many ways, 
unconsciously) replicate the same wooing behaviours with 
both of you. And, in my brazen cockiness, | did the things in 
the active part of my relationship with Xxx that caused you 
the most pain (I think) about the physical aspects of my 
infidelity—the texting to her in front of you, the betrayal of 
the sacredness of your and my sexual relationship in the 


many ways you’ve pointed out to me they hurt you. When | 
finally had to come clean about my relationship with Xxx, | 
thought that those things were the most important hurts that | 
had inflicted on you. 

But, since | had chosen you (| see the pat on the head, now. 
God forgive me. | honestly don’t know how you can.), and 
since it was in the past, | thought that my sincere and (I 
thought) authentic expression of sorrow at having betrayed 
you were not only the start, but a very good part of the 
journey, of regaining your trust was already being 
accomplished. 

My life’s an open book. | finished the affair long ago. She'll 
get over it in time. She’s bound to realise my good intentions. 

| didn’t know the half of it. 

What | didn’t in any way acknowledge was the years of 
denial of the affair, and the toxicity and perniciousness of the 
tactics | used to manipulate your reality and try to run you out 
of puff to keep looking for the truth behind my denials. 

It has turned out to be the absolute worst thing | have ever 
done to another human being. 

By gaslighting you (I realise now that it could only be called 
that), | compounded the dreadful suspicions you had, and it 
was my actions that led you to having your nose rubbed in the 
details of what | had done with Xxxx, traumatising you all over 
again, and again, and again with the continued denials. 

By trying to put the physical side of the affair into the past, | 
compartmentalised the affair into its components, and 
ignored the real nub of my betrayal: the continued wounding 
of your psyche, time after time, by ignoring the loss of trust 
issue almost entirely, except at the very beginning. And what 
a huge error of judgement and insight that was! 

You did make yourself clear about the trust issue; it was 
just that | couldn’t see it. Denial; genuine ignorance; male 
chauvinist patriarchal behaviour; that continuing abuse 
syndrome; my lack of subtlety; sex addiction—one of the 
above? All of the above? | don’t know. 

But | see now why every dissonance made you suspect me, 
and be re-triggered, and frustrated, and enraged, and be full 
of self-doubt, and wish more urgently that | would just get it, 
and help you on your path to healing. 

You could have called bullshit on me any time. But you saw 
something that made you stay, and made you willing to 
tolerate the appalling lack of insight that | displayed. 

Thank you for sticking with me. 


There have not been many days since all this started that | 
have not wished to myself that | had been less cowardly, less 
surreptitious; less a little crawling poisonous creature towards 
you. | wish | had had the guts to tell you the truth from the 
outset; you may have been spared the additional trauma 
caused by you discovering the facts you did, because of the 
investigations you conducted as a result of my denials. 

| can begin to see your need to check and re-check on me— 
after all why would you believe a single word | say? 

| can begin to understand why every time you become 
suspicious of me is because of something I’ve done to you. 

| can begin to understand why everything comes back to 
the betrayal of trust. 

Why, when | give you cause to suspect today, you go back 
to square one. 

| don’t know if | get it, or if | get a little bit only, of it. But | 
am beginning to understand more about what my betrayal 
has done to you as a person, across those thirteen dimensions 
the guy with the Arabic name talks about. 

Sorry is very cheap, | know. But | am truly sorry. 

lam only human, and will make mistakes. | am beginning to 
understand that the things in me that make the dishonesty 
and inauthenticity so spontaneous need to be dealt with—by 
me. 

| hope you will give me a chance to come good. 

If | can come good, there are many more things that will 
need to be dealt with, if we’re to move forward with some 
chance of happiness and harmony. 

Let’s deal with what we can, what’s in front of us. 

I'll try hard, and | can try hard. 

If nothing else, | very much hope that this letter serves to 
give you a little bit of peace, at last. | do see you. | do. 

Pierre H. Testart 

Barrister 

Nationally Accredited Mediator 


The Monster | Once Loved 


Let me tell you a story, a fairy tale if you will, of a fragile 
woman and the monster that preyed on her, devouring her, 
almost ending her life. 


Photo by Mathieu Stern on Unsplash 
One day long ago she met a monster. 

This monster wore a handsome smile, was witty, funny, 
charming, loving; all the things she longed for. 

This monster carried a mirror inside that he used well. 

This mirror was magical, and gave him the power to see 
into her, and use the things she longed for to create the 
person she thought he was. 

The monster knew her. He had hunted others like her 
before. He knew our frailties, our needs, our desires, he knew 
how to cloak himself in a glamour that hid the ugliness of his 
reality with the mask of something that looked kind and 
gentle, but was brittle and thin. 

The monster hated to be seen. 

He roared, sending fear into every cell of her being, but she 
loved him and thought it was her fault, her problem to fix, her 
duty to be the good one. 

For she was a good girl. 

Never angry. 

Never making waves. 

Silent, invisible, quiet, never rocking the boat. 

Until her world was shattered beyond belief and she was 
cast into the land of make believe where the monster truly 
lived. 

The monster lived in a land far away. 

A land where he was always loved, always envied, always 
admired, always and always by all the pretty young things 
that fluttered around him, eager to be seen and noticed. 

For the monster lusted after the pretty young things with 
their brightness, their eagerness to earn his attention; he 
preyed on them, sucking the life and goodness from their 
veins without leaving a mark. 

‘Call me at inconvenient times’ he would say to the pretty 
young things that fluttered around him. 

And they would. 

For they were enamoured of this powerful monster hiding in 
plain sight; a monster they couldn’t see because the power of 
his glamour was too strong. 

And still the monster roared, and it became normal for her. 

Anger would flare and he would rage at her, sending her 
scuttling into the safety of her others. 

She saw him, but couldn’t see him. His glamour was too 
strong, but one day it shattered. 

He told her he fantasised about raping and killing her, and 


she ran in horror from him. 

But she was still weak, still under the spell of the magical 
mirror. 

She still thought it was her responsibility to do the hard 
work, the recovery, the everything. 

But slowly the glamour lifted, her sight became clear. 

The monster she thought had loved her, that she had loved 
all those years, was now fully present and no longer hiding. 

He laughed at her. 

He knew she saw him now. He did not care. 

He thought she was weak. 

He knew he was stronger than her. 

In his arrogance, in the world he lived in, no one dared 
challenge the monster who wore no clothes, who stomped 
through the world of the woman who loved him as if he was a 
god. 

For in his world he was a god. 

He could do, and say, anything. 

No one dared say otherwise, because he was too smart for 
everyone. His words had power. His life had been privileged, 
and he used that privilege to build his glamour. 

The monster knew all of this. 

The monster knew what he did. 

The monster knew and yet he continued. 

A predator who never stopped. 

Crocodile tears if caught. Shed with just the right amount of 
crocodile pain. For a crocodile has no empathy, only the need 
to stalk and hunt the next prey. 

The monster lived from victim to victim, enjoying the hunt, 
the conquest, devouring the admiration and love until he bled 
them dry. 

And when she was a dry husk, all her love used up, denied 
at last, again, she rose up and discarded him while she still 
had the strength, and courage. 

Begone, she said. 

Choose, she said. 

Decide, she said. 

And of course, the monster could not abide ever being told 
what to do by a victim, so he did what he always did. He ran. 

And ran and ran and ran. 

The monster ran so far that he found himself back in the 
world where he was never at fault. A world where the victim 
was always to blame, and the pretty young things were there 
to soothe his bruised and injured ego with their soft touches, 


loving words, and hate for the woman that had loved him all 
those years. 

The pretty young things became enraged at the woman for 
daring to show them his real face. 

They helped him hurt her. 

They soothed him with their words. 

They filled his monster heart with their admiration, and he 
grew fat on it. 

His world was again filled with the words of pretty young 
things fluttering around him. 

All was right in his world. 

For he was a devourer of pretty young things. 

His world did not include consequences. 

In his world no one ever saw him. 

No one saw the patterns of his life until she had the 
glamour stripped from her eyes. 

She was to be his downfall. 

She told him when they met that she would be his last. 

She was the one who saw the monster in all his dreadful 
glory. 

She was the one who stayed the course. 

She was the one who did not flinch when it came to 
showing the world she inhabited what the monster was 
capable of doing, and what he had done. 

And the monster became afraid. 

The monster knew her resoluteness would be his downfall 
and he grew unsettled. 

As yet the story of the monster and the woman is 
unfinished. 

The woman knows the monster is afraid. 

In her world the monster is a coward. 

A coward preying on women. 

A coward. 

She is done with him. 

The unmasking continues, the monster will learn the 
resolute woman was always strong, never weak. 

She will indeed be his last. 

Always strong. 

Never weak. 

Her story will continue; his will wither as all monsters do 
eventually, when the light shines on them in the dank 
darkness they inhabit. 

For now, she watches, knowing the wheel of fate and karma 
are on her side. 


Love and Hate by a 
#Narcopath 


Long winded manifesto from a psychopath to 
his victim 


“| hoped it might cause you to reflect on what might have 
been my alternatives in the circumstances” 


“By the way, | validate the other women because that’s my 
job. Get it?” 
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Got your SMS. 

Where to start? Hmm. 

“Your new ‘counsellor’ mate, Pete”. 

Maaaate. 

He must be my mate. We must have gone to school 
together, even though he is your age. 

Or, we have had numerous conversations setting up how 
the session yesterday would go. 

Or, he must be, like me, a member of *looks furtively 
around, spits on hand* the Patriarchal Society of Secret Men’s 
Business. (Thank God our soul doctor, the other Pete, is given 
a leave pass from being a male, being and all a person 
previously known to you, and referred by a_ trustworthy 
person, being a female.) 

Or, we men must be so aligned socio-politically that we now 
have the power of telepathy to band together to foil women. 

So, whatever our interpersonal conflict is, you are happy to 
give it a sexual political overtone, with your implication that 
he and | are part of a conspiracy. 

Counsellor 

s nothing more than a music teacher with a case 
management diploma” 

So, he is part of the demographic that is the target of a 
guild “founded on overarching principles of inclusion, ethics, 
and a ‘you can do this’ attitude”, and open to “all therapeutic 
practitioners who have a desire, dream, goal or aspiration to 
be in private practice.” 

Know any guilds like that? 

Who’s got the gas? The light? 

“And when you said to him ‘I might have said I’d 


knock her block off’, | sat in amazement at how you 
could say that ...” 


This would be very troubling, if | had actually said 
those words to you on Saturday last, or to my mate 
Pete the Fraud during the hour we spent with him. 

But | didn’t say any such thing. 

| accuse you. 

| accuse you of ‘recalling’ events and conversations as you 
want them to have been, and not as they actually occurred. 

| accuse you of being a poor historian. 

This ‘recall’ of what you assert | said is one of many 
examples. I'll say more about this later. 

If | thought you did this repeatedly and deliberately for the 


purposes of manipulating me, my behaviour and my emotions 
- real gaslighting - | would have called you out by now. 

But I’ve made uncountable allowances for the frequent 
yawning holes that have opened up in your memory - times 
when you have forgotten whole conversations, or parts of 
conversations, and when you've frequently said, in order to 
explain or excuse those memory holes that you often 
dissociate and forget things. You even complain to Pete the 
Honorary Female that your memory deficits are part of your 
symptom constellation and are a reason for your asking for 
learning assistance. You'll likely not remember how, on 
countless occasions, I’ve tried to avoid conflict by allowing (at 
great cost to the Management) your version of events to 
prevail. And you'll also likely not remember the many 
occasions when, after thinking about it, you’ve come back to 
me and corrected yourself. 

Or am | gaslighting you? 

Have a think about this: 

| am a lovable, loved and loving, kind and gentle, funny and 
smart man. How do | know this? Because my wife has put it in 
writing to me on 31 January 2019, in the not-too-distant past. 

Why do they call it gaslighting? Because it’s a deliberate, 
long-term strategy calculated to drive someone crazy by 
causing them to doubt their own reality. 

Just like a person can’t be dead and alive at the same time, 
or infertile and pregnant at the same time, a person who is 
kind and gentle, etc., etc. would, you’d have to admit, be 
incapable of engaging in the deliberate destruction of another 
person’s happiness, no? 

So, for the sake of at least a bit of truth and accuracy, I'll 
remind you of what | actually did say, on both occasions: 

| said words to the effect of, | got your latest bombshell 
text, and we'll talk about it later, because Paul’s here. 

You took umbrage at my calling your text a bombshell (by 
the way, talking of passive-aggressive put-downs and rants, 
your text message, and the handwritten controlling and 
abusive note on the envelope that you left on the bed the 
other day must be prime examples of the genre), and sought 
to re-assert that you were just sayin’, because it was true, 
dat. (I can’t remember the precise words you used, and you 
don’t, either, because people don’t remember precise words, 
unless there are very good reasons). 

I then pointed out that passive-aggressive is, in any 
event, better than active-aggressive. You'll likely not 


remember that I used those specific words - | was 
quite pleased with that formulation, because I thought 
it true, in most instances, and also because | hoped it 
might cause you to reflect on what might have been 
my alternatives in the circumstances. I'll say more about 
this later. 

You then invited me to act out, by saying words to the 
effect of, why don’t you hit me, then, if it will make you 
feel better? I’m sick of your withdrawals. 

| responded with words to the effect of, you’re lucky 
| haven’t knocked your block off already. 

You'll likely not remember that at that stage, something 
occurred - | can’t remember what, precisely, and you can’t, 
either, that caused our conversation to be interrupted. | think 
that Paul called out for a hand from me. 

It was when | was coming up to the bungalow some time 
later (you'll likely not remember that you were working on the 
deck) that you said the exact words 

“since when do you think it’s OK to threaten me? 

All that, just so you know what actually happened on that 
day, and what | reported to Pete the Fraud. 

So, if you were actually sitting in amazement (and not 
fuming with vitriolic rage at being there in the first place and 
seeking to express your contemptuous and angry rejection of 
the whole process. as | strongly suspect you were doing, by 
seeking to highjack the narrative for all the time you were 
there - | see you, naughty, naughty!), then your 
amazement was at something that didn’t happen, but 
that you constructed in your mind. Now is the time | wish 
you had read To Kill a Mockingbird, so you’d remember the 
lovely words of the accused black man, wrongly accused of 
raping a white girl, who when asked in cross-examination, you 
sayin’ Miss (can’t remember name) is lyin’ boy? - No, suh. Ah 
sayin’ she mistaken in huh mind. 

So: 

¢ No threat. Never a threat, on any view. 

e« It is perfectly OK for you to feel scared, if something 
scary happens to you. But | don’t accept that it did, 
either on the Saturday, or in the session with Pete the 
Fraud. 

¢ There! Now you have, according to you, a persistent 
denial by me of the very thing you threaten me to 
admit! How does that make you feel? ANGRY? 
Mwahaha! Welcome to my world, more of which later. 


« For now, I’m just going to invite you to immediately 
STOP BEING ANGRY. See how that goes for you. 

Why the fuck is it OK for everyone else to feel scared 
but not me? 

You'll likely not remember that at the session with Pete the 
Fraud, you very clearly said words to the effect that you 
weren't in fear on the Saturday, but you were clear that | was 
then being threatening, and that | was in the wrong. 

And nor were you in fear at Pete the Fraud’s; you were on 
the attack - towards both him and me, from the get-go. Were 
| the kind of person you'd like to portray me as, after the way 
you comported yourself at that session, humiliating me, yet 
another time (I'll talk more about that later), then in line with 
all the other domestic terrorists, | would have been likely 
to escalate my violence against you. Instead, you'll likely not 
remember that | went back to Kelso Road, picked up the 
sanding equipment and the dogs, and sadly and silently kept 
on painting the house. 

And why is it ok for you to tell me I don’t have any 
rights in this, when If | was any other woman sitting in 
front of you you’d be validating me? 

Yeah, nah. | have never said, or implied by word or deed, 
that you don’t have any rights in this. 

You'll likely not remember that, when | told you that | 
wouldn't debate with you the issue of whether I’d made a 
threat to you without an independent third party present 
(Pete the Fraud! Lined him up years ago! Mwaaahahahahah), 
and that | didn’t want to be alone with you until we had 
resolved that issue, | also told you that the reason behind that 
was for your personal safety, and mine. Maybe, like Alan 
Bond and Peter Barry, you do remember, after all. It was when 
you accused me of manipulating you, and described my 
refusal to ‘have it out’ there and then as ‘shameful’. 
Remember? 

So, when you think back: 

¢ Lovable, loved and loving, kind and gentle, funny and 
smart (my wife said so!) versus ‘shamefully 
manipulative’. Can it be both? if not, you might have to 
decide which Pierre you’re going to let go - Mr. 
Lovable, or Mr. Cunt? 

By the way, | validate the other women because 
that’s my job. Get it? 

You're my wife, telling me | am dark, angry and violent 
without you ever having had a part to play, AND I’M VERY 


BUSY DENYING THAT! There! another denial! Plenty of 
Peters in this story, and here’s a triple denial just like Saint 
Peter before the cock crows. 

“What you and Peter did to me yesterday was 
horrendous.” 

Yeah, nah. See above. 

“He completely invalidated me, and rebuked me, 
which simply fed into your denial” 

Yeah, nah. 

To the contrary, he was trying to make sense of what you 
chose to make a complex tale, going back many years, while 
you were interrupting me at every opportunity, being contrary 
and aggressive, talking over him, and refusing to actually 
answer any question he asked of you. It’s no wonder that his 
many attempts to regain control of a counselling session 
which it became clear you were sabotaging at every 
opportunity (great work, by the way) became firmer and 
firmer, particularly as he ran out of time and you refused to 
STFU. Hahahahaha... 

“| had two men invalidating me.” 

Yeah, nah. 

“Yesterday was an experience | will never forget.” 

Yup; me neither. 

| had not been fully present to the vitriol, the unforgiveness, 
and the desire you had to make me out to be a family 
violence perpetrator for a very long time. 

It shocked me, again, that my one-word-at-a-time (that’s, 
you know, how it must be) acknowledgements of my 
extensive part in betraying you with Xxx, my denials of the 
affair, and all the rest, were again to be worse than withheld 
by me, because those words didn’t come out in the 
order in which you required me to speak them. 

Again, as | have done many hundreds of times, | want to 
acknowledge that my actions irretrievably damaged your trust 
in me, and hurt you deeply, causing you to suffer complex 
trauma, and irrevocably changed the nature of our 
relationship. 

But this is the last time | am going to do so. If you can’t, or 
won't forgive me for my actions, then my continued apologies 
aren’t going to make any difference, and | am heartily sick of 
you interrupting me every couple of words to remind me of 
another particular in the Bill of Indictment to which | pleaded 
guilty late, but long ago nonetheless. 

Seeing that your attitude towards me was one of obdurate 


judgment - and an inaccurate one at that - was a real wake- 
up call for me. One of the challenges that you (yes, you) will 
have to face if you (yes, you) want to play a part in salvaging 
this carcase of a relationship is to find a way of letting go 
what is a very damaging misperception of the dynamic 
between us. I'll talk more about this later. 

Because, if you are adamantly minded to continue with your 
current attitude towards me (it’s all you, Pierre; | am Snow 
Fucking White, and you are Black Pierre; our relationship is 
just a personal example of #metoo; you, Pierre, could be so 
nice if you would only admit that All Men Are Pigs, and you are 
more piggish than the ordinary ruck; why can’t you do 
anything right?), then | certainly see no future for us together. 

In which case, | will act honourably. You will, of course, own 
the narrative you have been busy setting up on social media 
(all those posts about DV and sex addiction, and rape in 
marriage - | couldn’t say before, but now | can reveal - it was 
always him!). 

Fortunately for me, | am like the Saucy Sailor in one of my 
favourite songs: “for | am frolicsome, and | am easy/ and | 
don’t give a penny, boys, what the world thinks of me”. 

“You'd better start doing some _ fucking self- 
reflection” 

Well. Yes. If you only knew, in point of fact. One of these 
days, if you, yourself do some fucking self-reflection, 
you'll come to regret saying this phrase. 

Here’s the thing: 

You see my anger; perhaps sometimes, and my frustration, 
also sometimes. 

But you say later in your inaptly-called SMS “I am not 
responsible for your anger and | won’t be used as an excuse 
for your behaviour towards me.” 

So, again, how does ‘loving, kind, yadda, yadda’, sit with an 
anger that you have nothing to do with? Is this why | should 
be wearing a sign around my neck - ‘Bipolar! Approach with 
caution!’? 

Or maybe | am possessed by the restless shade of Chappo, 
fated to channel his cruelty at any trigger? 

Just endogenous, free-floating anger and aggression? That’s 
only expressed towards you, as it happens, by some unhappy 
coincidence, that to ascribe a connection between my 
anger and your behaviour is a bit schiz? 

I accuse you 

| accuse you of having a part to play in our dynamic of 


misery and miscommunication, by doing and saying things 
that, when | see and hear them, | get angry. 
| accuse you of controlling me: 


e 


the Viagra Ultimatum (see, this present ultimatum is 
but one of many, contrary to your assertion that this 
ultimate Ultimatum is first and last ultimatum); 

the support stocking ultimatum; 

the endless, droning, excessively detailed, repetitive, 
overly explained and justified instructions for: 

e the loading of the dishwasher, including the 
humiliation of, me having loaded it, your 
insistence on re-arranging the dishes, doubtless 
so it will work ‘properly’; 
the loading of the washing machine; 
the correct dosage of product for both; 
hanging clothes on the clothesline; 
hanging clothes on the drying racks; 
the use of the clothes dryer; 
how to load a trailer; 
how to wash painting equipment (‘please use 
detergent’); 

« the correct dampness of cloths for the wiping 
down of newly-hung plaster (having cross- 
checked my understanding that there should be 
a wiping-down process against Google; 

e« — the places to store all items in the house. And 
shed. And carport. And the green shed; 

¢ how to wash a dog; 

¢ how to feed a dog; 

e« how to feed a cat; 

“have you washed your hands?”; 

“have you brushed your teeth?”; 

“Just so you can see what a controlling, supercilious 
bitch | am - | brought your robes in off the line AND put 
your jabots on to wash. See if you can hang the clothes 
out.” (But - but—how can this be controlling? Eh?); 
Insisting that because of your memory deficits (see 
“Who's got the gas?), it is essential that things be left 
where you last left them. You'll likely not remember 
that all of our cleaning ladies were eventually let go 
because they (or some of them, at least) had the 
temerity to throw out things like plastic bottles that 
you had repurposed, or to put things in cupboards or 
drawers when you had already brought them out!! 


e e e e e e e 


You'll likely not remember that after we came home 
after some of our cleaning ladies had been, you would 
go around the house, fulminating that they couldn’t 
comply with instructions, because they had moved 
something. | accuse you of controlling your 
environment - and mine by this insistence (l 
appreciate that you have, amongst other things, 
ADHD. | have, too. But for all the time I’ve known you, 
you have steadfastly refused to comply with any kind 
of solution); 
making me accountable for the whereabouts of items, 
regardless of whether | last had them or not, without 
having first made any reasonable attempt to locate the 
item yourself ; 
refusing/neglecting/being unable to put rubbish into 
rubbish bins, etc. You'll likely not remember that the 
kitchen has often reeked of rotten meat because of 
your insistence on ‘washing’ meat and other food 
wrappings, then leaving them in the sink to go off, and 
making someone else (who? who?) responsible for 
dealing with them. And the medication wrappers and 
blister packs, etc., etc. 
posting things on social media that you know relate to 
a conflict that we might be having from time to time, 
to ‘cement’ your position, and to shame me into 
adopting a behaviour that you want me to engage in. 
Examples: 
no fap, and other anti-porn material; 
anti-Viagra material; 
DV material; 
material about ‘earning trust/forgiveness’; 
‘taking one’s share of the emotional load’ (just 
do something!) 

* and soon; 
putting me in double-bind situations, the best example 
of which is the injunction to ‘take the emotional load’ 
by ‘just doing something!’ but then being 
disappointed/critical because something was done not 
according to instructions; 
shutting me down (Yes. You'll see) when you propose a 
course of action, and | so much as begin to raise an 
alternative - ‘Maybe we could...’ “No. No. No. 
making sure to disclose, and to have me disclose, to 
my friends, family and others, including my AA group 


(you see, no choice by me allowed, that’s the control -- 
and part of the punishment you imposed), the fact that 
| had been unfaithful to you; 

* going to others about interpersonal problems we might 
be having (e.g., the NA guy over the Viagra bust that 
you continue to insist that | had. By the way, my 
sobriety, and any relapse, is a matter between me and 
my HP. It’s none of your business. You’ll remember 
that, at the time, | told you | was going to do nothing 
about it, and if you didn’t like it, you could leave. Same 
with alcohol - you have your choices, and | have mine). 

| accuse you of manipulating me: 

¢ There is plenty of overlap; see above; 

e« using your health condition/s as reasons why things 
have to be done a certain way; 

* using your past experiences (bad neighbours) to 
dictate my behaviour (never raise your voice/swear in 
the back yard); 

e I’m triggered!; 

e« pathologising me (Bipolar! Approach with caution!) to 
go along with your way; 

* and many more. 

| accuse you of projection: 

« Accusing me of being angry but you are just as angry, 
and the fact that you are capable of expressing your 
anger softly, slowly, and methodically doesn’t mean 
that you are any less angry than |; 

« Accusing me of berating you in public (and there is no 
question that | have) when you yourself have told me 
to go and get fucked in the presence of the 
salespeople at Harvey Norman, and in front of Craig, 
with never an apology forthcoming; 

« aAcusing me of being foul-mouthed, when the very 
next day you were ropeable when the salesman at 
Harvey Norman pulled you up for saying ‘fuck’. Wasn't 
that a laugh? 

| accuse you of denial: 

“| know I’m not the easiest person to live with”. 

If you said this before 2001, then it'll have to be the 
understatement of two centuries. 

To sweep aside the real and genuine challenges of being 
around you, and your anxieties, and your certainties, and your 
hoarding behaviour, and your self-justification, and to take 
refuge in the denial that your behaviour is frustrating and 


extremely provocative of other people (you know, I’ve kept 
saying that I’m not Craig, and not like Craig. But I’m 
now wondering whether Craig and | are both the same, 
in that both of us would eventually lose our rag in the 
face of an opinionated, concrete thinking, critical, 
angry, vengeful woman - here’s looking at you, kid!) to 
take refuge in that denial must be at least on the same level 
of denial of which you accuse me. 

| accuse you of disrespect: 

This Kelso Road thing has really brought into stark relief 
that it’s your way or the highway. 

What | am now Seeing, from the way your facial expressions 
are beginning to resemble your mother’s (there’s that sly 
smirk Eileen gets -entirely unconsciously - when she revisits 
have diddled someone - five bucks! It’s the same look you 
don’t realise you’re giving me whenever you think I’ve come 
out with a real ‘building howler’) that you have little, if any, 
respect for my views about most aspects of the works that are 
being done. And no compunction in cutting me off if you think 
I’m talking shit. 

When you concentrate on the fact that | am angry, or 
frustrated, and tell me you’re scared of me (which at 
times | am sure you have been; just not on Saturday 
last), without ever taking the time to even enquire what it is 
that made me turn from yadda gentle yadda kind to Vlad the 
Impaler (Viagra joke warning), then the words you use against 
me apply just as much to you: you don’t hear me. You won’t 
see or hear me. That’s as disrespectful as the violence you 
accuse me of. 

When you reduce my frustration anger, despair and loss of 
patience to the proposition that I’m sooking because | didn’t 
get a root, you invalidate me, and express contempt as well. 

As to the sooking, | just ask you to put yourself in my shoes 
for a moment: 

e No more real spontaneity available to me, because | 
took it upon myself to go on a journey of recovery and 
management from ADHD with my beloved wife, fully 
conscious of how far behind the 8-ball | was from the 
get-go; 

e We have many a conversation and | think the deal is 
that | ask if it’s OK to take the fucking medication, and 
if not, then no business will result (am | wrong about 
this? Really?); 

e Short of penetrative sex, | share with you that some 


kind of sexual ‘actions’ taken by you would go a long 
way to keep me very happy. | guess you'll likely not 
remember this. But, aftr that conversation - nothing. 
Not an action, not a mention, nothing. 

In the course of our ‘Viagra honeymoon’ we have ‘re- 
introductory sex’ - slow, careful, and (I thought) 
mutually enjoyable; 

But after a couple of occasions, at your request, we 
seem to be back to ‘just ask; if it’s OK, just stick it in 
and get it over and done with; 

So, now | am in the position of a mendicant: begging 
for a bit. Of course, it would be nice if you would offer 
me the opportunity first, which has happened up to a 
half-a-dozen times, but | think that now you have the 
power to say no, and you exercise that power, it is 
actually OK to ask. 

Little do | know that, by asking, | cause you to become 
incandescently enraged (boy, did | find out at Pete the 
Fraud’s!), because by asking, | am deriving you of the 
Opportunity to offer! Shame you forgot to share that 
with me, eh? Also a shame you didn’t offer a little more 
often, anyway. 

Then, when I ask, you begin saying ‘nokay’. That’s a 
real feel-good. But, prison food is better than 
starvation, and | am by now so full of shame about my 
needs that | can’t bring matters up, or bring about real 
change. 

And, over time, | develop the habit of saying ‘any 
chance?’ 

Then comes the yes that turns into no. Those times 
that | take the fucking medication, and the TV show is 
too engrossing, so the only awake time is spent on that 
rather than attending to the Beggar on the Street of 
Lurve. Which leaves the beggar with unfulfilled 
expectations. Those expectations wouldn’t exist but for 
the yes. So when it turns to no, there are the 
expectations, and the reliable physical response, which 
keeps Black Pierre the Marriage Rapist Selfish Pig up 
half the night, praying not to act out the rape and 
murder fantasies with which he is _ afflicted, 
compounded by the erection that won’t easily go 
away. 

In the morning, for some reason that still escapes me, | 
find myself tired and grumpy. 


¢ But! should be cool? 

¢ Then | wake up in the middle of the night one night 
after this has happened a couple of days in a row. | 
masturbate, with my eyes closed. When I’m finished, | 
get up to go to the toilet, to find that my loving wife, 
who has “only ever held me safe in her heart”, 
“forgiven me”, and done nothing other “than try to 
understand, help, and be accommodating”, has been 
awake the whole time, and studiously ignored me for 
some doubtless irresistible zombie tale. Not a touch. 
Not an acknowledgement. Nuttin’. And it occurs to me 
that this is now the marriage that I’m in. 

And then there’s the passive-aggressive withdrawal. What a 
prick! Incomprehensible! Inexplicable! Despicable. 

All his fault. Violent. 

Yeah, nah. 

How about you own some stuff, too, Lisa? 

It’s early in the morning, and I’m off to see Charlotte, so I’m 
stopping and sending this. 

But, this is Demtelesque: there’s more! 

You will have gathered, if you’ve read this far, that | have 
adopted a bitter and sarcastic tone. 

| haven’t even addressed a couple of very important issues, 
which in my mind are called | Created a Monster, and Lisa 
Glorifies Payback. 

They are the two issues that are the big dangers, in my 
estimation, because | am in significant danger of not liking 
you any more. Or maybe you are in danger of me not liking 
you any more. 

In my first two marriages, | upped stumps when | lost my 
liking for those two persons. 

But we won’t even get to that unless you start to take 
responsibility for your steps in the tango from hell. 


Hot and Cold - You’re either loved or discarded 


This gem Pierre wrote online over the Anzac Day weekend 
when | returned from Vietnam in April 2019, about 8 weeks 
after the dreadful diatribe he wrote about me. 


It would be safe to say my beloved and | t 
the decade we've been in each others’s liv 
caused by the trauma | inflicted on her wi 
about a betrayal — read infidelity— that | 
years and more, even though she had the 
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Our six year anniversary 


My dearest darling wife, 

Well, six years since we got married in the cat run! 

Of course, it wasn’t quite the manky old place it now is, 
after a few years of cat and dog depredations. 

But, | still remember the day, and the day before, when | 
realized, as you were up in the garden gathering flowers, and 
|! was hurtling about being obsessive and compulsive about 
entertaining the guests, how different we were - and are. 

It’s customary to say, in letters like this, something like 
“you complete me”, or some such trite expression. But 
neither of us is so silly as to think that either of us is so 
“incomplete” as to need someone else to make up for the 
missing bits. Instead, | can say that you have been the 
method while | displayed the madness, that you have been 
my soulmate, my helpmeet, my co-director in the wonderful 
adventure movie that has been our married life, that you have 
been my counterfoil, and that you have been there every step 
of the way in our shared life. 

And | remember your lovely and loving Christmas card to 
me this Christmas, talking about the cups of tea, and the rest. 
And | reflect that it’s not just the cups of tea, but the spirit 
behind them that really counts. And as to that spirit, | reflect 
on the will behind our conversations, and the good will that 
you bring to our conversations, and the contribution you make 
to our plans and dreams. 

And that brings me to the point of this letter - Thank You! 

Thanks for loving me. Thanks for sticking with me, through 
all of the dreadful things I’ve put you through. Thanks for 
growing and changing, and making sure that | have grown 
and changed. Thanks for being such a willing participant in all 
of our stuff. Thanks for booking the accommodation, and 
making sure the tickets are bought, and looking up the movie 
times, and hanging out the washing, and, and, and, and... 

You've given me the best six years of my life! I’m looking 
forward to spending all the rest of them with you, my lovely 
one. 

All the best of my love, 


Pierre. 


Do | Get It? 


No, you never did; lip service and mimicry are 
your stock in trade tools. 


The consummate performer. 


4:21pm Wed 2 Feb 
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Your carefully curated apology was just another way of doing 
what you thought was necessary in order to get me off your 
back. 

You hated being reminded of your base nature. 

But if you thought it was necessary you'd bring out the big 
guns of contrition, remorse, and the good old ‘I’ll do what ever 
it takes’. 
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What | see in all 
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Pierre H. Testart 
Barrister 

Nationally Accreditec 
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Morwell, 
Victoria 3840. 


DX: 84007 Morwell 


You knew how to wring the most out of every occasion. 
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Tim Tams Ice Cream and 
Rape 
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My brain is unable to shut down; the emotions, the 
memories, the pain...it’s all crashing down over me like a 
surging king tide | cannot escape. 

Arms wrapped around me, | held myself tight as | again told 
this story to another person. It gets easier with each telling, 
but the retelling brings it’s own unique pain as | recall the 
harsh police interviews, the disbelief, the agony of inadequacy 


as my words fail to convey what happened, and why. 

These are the days | hide away, cry the oceans of salty 
tears, and yearn for end of it all. I'd happily go to sleep if | 
knew I’d not wake up again...drifting away so peacefully. 

But | don’t. 

Instead | settle in, unwrap the Tim Tams, I'll raid the freshly 
stocked freezer for ice cream, and | might have a glass of 
port, and try to calm the raging parts that are so close to the 
surface | can feel them rippling under my skin, peering out 
from behind my eyes, waiting for me to slip up. 

These are my bad days. 

The days when it’s hard to keep going, and | know it. 

It might be a carb and sugar overload, but fuck me it’s 
keeping me on the straight and narrow tonight. 

This is a journey | must take, and | must ride the pain if I’m 
to proceed with what must be done. 

It’s easy to walk away, much harder to hold those 
responsible to account. 

It’s difficult to sit with all of this knowing it’s my choice; my 
choice to revisit this time and again. But if | don’t, I’ll never 
expunge it and I'll always hold it in the darkness. 

This is my painful journey dragging this into the light, and 
there are many more tears to be shed before it’s over. 

| salute thee, oh valiant and noble Tim Tams for your 
sacrifice on the alter of my tears. 

Get thee inside me! 

Nom nom nom 


Sep 4, 2019 

Sad Lisa... 

The work of Cat Stevens is powerful and moves me in so 
many ways. 


Sad Lisa - so perfect for how | feel right now as the tears sit 
unshed, and | continue the battle one day at a time. 


SAD LISA 


She hangs her head and cries on my shirt 
She must be hurt very badly 

Tell me what’s making you sad, Li? 

Open your door, don’t hide in the dark 
You're lost in the dark, you can trust me 
‘Cause you know that’s how it must be 


Lisa Lisa, sad Lisa Lisa 


Her eyes like windows, trickle in rain 
Upon the pain getting deeper 

Though my love wants to relieve her 
She walks alone from wall to wall 

Lost in her hall, she can’t hear me 
Though | know she likes to be near me 


Lisa Lisa, sad Lisa Lisa 

She sits in a corner by the door 
There must be more | can tell her 

If she really wants me to help her 

I'll do what | can to show her the way 
And maybe one day | will free her 
Though | know no one can see her 
Lisa Lisa, sad Lisa Lisa 


Sep 12, 2019 


Not a Good Girl 


Don’t talk 

Don’t cry 

Don’t yell or scream 

Or rant and rage 

For the world dislikes an unlikeable victim 


Good girl 
Polite girl 
Good victim 
Easy to like victim 


Shut the fuck up 
Don’t get assertive 
You're aggressive 
Not so good anymore 


You want to scream 
But no one listens 
You’re just another unlikeable victim 
Not agreeable enough 
Not likeable enough 


Not a good girl 
So not a good victim 
You’re you 
And you frighten them 


Your rage Sparks fires 
Your voice ignites change 
Your heart still beats 
You're a warrior 
29 January 2020 


Don’t Call Me Babe... 


| Forgot 


| forgot you don’t like to be called Babe. | forgot. Oh, that’s 
right, sorry, | forgot. 

All throughout my marriage to my second husband | was 
called babe, honey, darling. My first name was used in some 
business / work settings, but for the majority of the time my 
name might as well have been babe. 

Babe is certainly a term of endearment to many, and I’m 
not against pet names, terms of endearment, or the love 
languages that develop between two people who care about 
each other. 

In my situation, the use of my first name was a weapon 
designed to shoot home how angry my ex would be with me, 
and that | was ‘on thin ice’ and had to be careful. It was a tool 
of control that he wielded with precision, particularly in the 
last few months of our marriage when | had to deal with 
threats, coercion, and severe gaslighting and manipulation. 

My first name became synonymous with the kind of rage 
that would send me into a protective dissociative state that 
could last weeks, so intense was the rage that | had to find a 
way to escape it the only way | knew how: be invisible to the 
monster that came out, that used my first name to flay the 
skin off my body with his hateful words and threats that were 
forgotten by him within minutes of his rage subsiding. 

| eventually hated hearing my name used by him. | also 
feared it. 

When we call someone a generic term like babe it’s also a 
way of not having to think too hard about the person you are 
with. You don’t have to keep track of names because every 
woman becomes a babe. You never get caught saying the 
wrong name, because every woman you interact with is a 
babe, or a honey, or a darling...it’s a lazy as fuck way of 
talking to a woman. 

But what about the man who keeps calling you babe after 
you've carefully explained why you hate it, why you need to 
hear you name spoken all the time, and why you need to have 
your name used intimately, gently, erotically, and that you 
want to be called by your first name always? 

You get the oops, | forgot, babe, er <insert name>. 

| forgot. 

| forgot you don’t like to be called Babe. | forgot. Oh, that’s 
right, sorry, | forgot. 

| forgot you told me 3 minutes ago, an hour ago, two hours 
ago, yesterday, the day before, and reminded me constantly 


not to call you babe. | know you don’t like it. | just forget. | 
can’t help it. | don’t mean to forget. Blah blah blah. 

| even call you stupid names like ‘boy’ when you call me 
babe, and still you forget. 

What is it about the phrase “I forgot” that drives us nuts? 

| consider the phrase “I forgot” to be code for “I don’t care 
enough about you; your likes, dislikes, wants, and needs, 
don’t factor into my thinking when it comes to doing anything 
that might impact on you.” 

Why do we forget about the ones closest to us? 

When you always have to remind someone of why you don’t 
like something, what does that say about that person, and 
how much you matter to them? 

It is no good apologising for something and then going out 
and doing exactly the same action again, and again, and 
again. 

It is no good making amends and committing the same 
behaviour time and time again. 

There is little respect in the consistent forgetting. 

Personally, | think it’s about control and manipulation of 
others, and it’s a passive aggressive way of telling the other 
person just how important you are to them. Additionally, if 
you forget often enough, then your partner eventually just 
gives up asking, right? How is that a bad thing? It can’t be 
that bad, can it? I’m just human you might think. | just forget 
sometimes. | don’t mean it. | can’t help it. What’s the big 
deal? Why are you making a mountain out of a molehill? Get 
off my back. It’s just a word, it doesn’t mean anything. You 
know | don’t mean anything by it. It’s just a term of 
endearment. More blah blah blah. 

Because, we don’t really forget, do we? We just pretend 
that we do because it’s easier to say those words than the 
real ones you are thinking, like ‘get fucked, | won’t be doing 
that for you.’ 

If you forget to bring the milk home on your way home from 
work, that’s one scenario of “I forgot” that could be explained 
away with distraction. We've all had those moments when it’s 
the ‘I’d forget my head if it wasn’t screwed on.’ 

But what if your “I forgot” is a way of maintaining control? 
| forgot you wanted to go out tonight and I’ve organised to do 
something... 
| forgot you were allergic to <insert relevant allergy item> 
| forgot you didn’t like mushrooms... 
| forgot you were vegetarian... 


| forgot your birthday/anniversary/special occasion... 
| forgot to get my drivers licence... 

| forgot you’d organised that... 

| forgot you didn’t like... 

| forgot you said we were leaving at this time... 

| forgot that appointment you made for us/me... 

| forgot you wanted me to do that... 

| forgot you were doing that... 

Is a theme presenting itself? 


There are so many questions around these two little words. 
They convey so much intent without actually saying what they 
mean. 

Does saying “I forgot” absolve the other person from taking 
personal responsibility for their lack of emotional 
connectedness to you? 

This does not mean that when you say you are going to do 
something, that it’s a promise written in stone forever. Things 
change, people change, and_ circumstances change. 
Sometimes we just do honestly forget. 

What | am talking about is the situation where you fully 
agree with the person you are listening to about a certain 
thing, and it requires you to do or act on something, and you 
consistently don’t take that action; that’s what I’m talking 
about here. 

| forgot has a huge impact on the other person, whether 
they are your spouse, partner, friend, colleague, or play 
partner. There is a manifest lack of integrity and respect 
towards me, or the person you're saying it to, in those two 
words. 

So when | tell you to use my name, and you continue to call 
me babe, honey, darling, despite being told again and again 
and again that | want you to stop, then that’s going to get in 
the way of whatever else might be good between us, or might 
potentially develop. 

| hate being called babe when I’ve asked someone not to do 
it. 

| hate the emotional laziness that goes with this, because | 
don’t do it to others. 

If you can’t be fucked calling me by my first name, and 
keep telling me you forgot, how can you be trusted in the 
areas that matter, such as consent, boundaries, limits and so 
on? 

When you consistently forget the small stuff, effectively 


disregarding my limits and boundaries, then how can | trust 
you in other areas? 

This is such a red flag for me, and while most would laugh 
this off as just a lapse and no harm done, there is very real 
harm in this behaviour. 

| forgot is code for ‘get fucked.’ 

| forgot is code for ‘I don’t give a damn what you want, I’m 
going to keep doing what | want no matter what you tell me.’ 

| forgot is a great big red flag. 

| forgot is a deal breaker for me, especially when it is done 
over and over again, and you are reminded constantly, and 
still keep calling me babe. 

Babe is a pig ina movie. 

lam a woman with a name. 

Use it or fuck off. 


Masturbation and 
Manipulation 


There are things we all have limits around, hard, soft, 
fluid....not everyone wants to do everything asked of us, and 
usually for a good reason. 

When you are with someone who is skilful at gaslighting 
and messing with your mind, you can feel as if your world is 
upside down, never the right way up, and everything feels off 
kilter. 

In 2019 | had my soon to be ex husband insist that | needed 
to masturbate in front of him, and that | should feel ‘safe’ 
enough to do whatever he asked of me, and that my refusal 
was another issue impacting our marriage. 


GASLIGHT =! ." 
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Now this was in the very early days of even letting him back 
into my bed, and the very nature of the request, and the way 
he made it a problem about me, was something that should of 
made me send him packing there and then, but | didn’t. 
Instead, like the dutiful good girl | was then, | did my best to 
help him understand how making that request of me, and 
belittling my refusal, and making it a ‘crisis of our marriage’, 
was really not an appropriate way to behave. 


| should have told him to fuck off. | would today. But then | 
was too scared of being abandoned, discarded, fearful...so | 
persevered and thought it was up to me to make everything 
right. After all, | was the counsellor, the therapist, the one who 
should be able to do this, right? 

Wrong. 

How wrong | was. 

He never did understand the nature of consent, and still 
doesn't. 

He used my compassion and empathy to erode my sense of 
self, called me a prude, inhibited, a cold woman who never 
initiated sex. 

Can you imagine being called a prude because you want 
the bedroom curtains closed, because anyone walking by can 
see into your bedroom, and your bed? 

Yeah...I’m a fucking prude. 

Only assholes use these kinds of tactics. 


The Client You Fucked 


The Client You Fucked - The Affair & Those Text 
Messages 


Sorry. Loud surroundings and lots of people. Would be very 
pleased to have dinner with you when all this is over 

31/5/09 5.24pm 

Can’t this Friday - Flying out to Tassie Friday evening; 
return Monday. Coming to Xxxx Tuesday- wanna meet me 
there? 

1/7/09 2.38pm 

Women should be obscene and not absurd 

4/7/09 4.30pm 

Hi. Thought of you a lot today: lots of pleasure and no guilt. 
You and | both, it seems, kiss deliciously together. Looking 
forward to the next kiss and to seeing your knickers in their 
entirety- as they come slowly down over your hips. 

6/7/09 8.23pm 

“| like hanky panky- nothing like a good spanky. | don’t 


wanna cry. | just want some hanky-panky guy.” 

16/7/09 1.25pm 

Comme tu dis, as they say, “like you say.” Don’t know 
about the morning after....Suspect it would be challenging for 
me. My real problem is thinking about the morning after 
before the night before. And you so delectable and all!! Sorry 
it’s been so long; lots going on @work, and generally shagged 
out. 

16/7/09 2.02pm 

Thing is I'd still like to do all those other things we both 
divert ourselves thinking and writing about!! Ai, Caramba!! 
Work is shagging me more thoroughly than my woman can at 
the moment. Looking forward to the hug/snog combo, though, 
whatever happens..... 

7/8/09 8.52 am 

Sorry, didn’t see this till | stopped to have breakfast. The 
great thing is | can still smell you!! | too missed our kiss 
goodbye, but I’m glad T & E were spared the sight of me in 
those circumstances. Loved our night. Loved what we did. 
Love what we'll do in the future. Have a good day vixen. 

7/8/09 9.28am 

Don’t! | dare ya! 

7/8/09 10.05 am 

| can’t wait for the opportunity to give you one of those 
unassisted by machinery... 

7/8/09 10.09 am 

And you looked it!! Seldom seen anything so stimulating in 
real life. 

7/8/09 10.15 am 

You're very welcome. I’m sure!! The trouble you went to for 
my sake is gratefully acknowledged. 

10/8/09 12.37 pm 

So, three orgasms before breakfast , eh? Boasting will get 
you anywhere. Fortunately, | too was kept busy on the 
weekend...Still remember our encounter, though, with 
pleasure on the recollection. Hope this finds you well and 
juicy. 

10/8/09 7.03 pm 

Monday morning before Court- could be OK. Can’t commit 
right now, but will try to fit it in, as the actress said to the 
bishop. 

27/8/09 9.28 pm 

| too could think of easing a thumping head of mine, with 
your cooperation. In town for a case. 


2/9/09 9.27 pm 

Cheers. Sorry | haven’t been in communication. Too much 
shit going on, not enough time. Hope this finds you well and 
frisky. 

29/9/09 6.34 pm 

Hey. I’ve had 1 of those days. Wouldn’t mind being in full 
voice with your good self right now, howling my orgasm into 
your waiting....hopefully eager... 

29/9/09 6.50 pm 

Grrr 

29/9/09 6.57 pm 

Oh yes, and many happy returns!! May the next year bring 
you more joy than you ever hoped for, and less pain than you 
ever feared. 

29/10/09 6.29 pm 

HI. Sorry to be so uncommunicative, frenzy reigns on the 
work front. Will try to surface sometime around lunch time 
tomorrow, but not sure. 


False Love 


All | ever wanted was for you to love me... 

| wanted to trust you, and | did in the beginning, but you 
broke it completely and then spent every waking moment 
lying to me. 

| wanted to trust you, but you couldn’t give me anything to 
trust. 

| wanted your honesty, but that proved to be something you 
couldn’t contemplate ever giving me; you told that little detail 
last week, amongst others. You were too weak, too old to 
change, too tired to even try. You just gave up; gave up on 
you, me, and us. You decided it was easier t keep lying than 
to step into the light. 

You chose to stay stuck in the darkness and find another 
hostage quick smart. You’ve chosen to find another hostage 
so you can feel your cock slide into another woman, who will 
never be enough for you and your bottomless well of shame 
and guilt, and you’ll abandon her; she’ll become cunty ex-wife 
number five, and you'll then move on to the next one, if 
you've still got the energy. 

All | ever wanted was to love you, cherish you, and help you 


find your way back to me, but you chose to throw me and my 
love for you away. 

| protected you from every consequence | could, and kept 
all your dirty secrets. 

| opened my body to you, and you still walked away from 
me even while sticking your cock in me and telling me I'd 
always be safe, you’d never leave, and you’d always love me. 
How ironic and hollow that sounds now. 

| was the one who recovered herself, alone, in a foreign 
country, processing the trauma of nine years of non- 
consensual sex that you knew you were doing, and yet I’m the 
one you blame for all your troubles. 

I’m the one who had to resolve the highly damaged parts of 
her mind and soul so that she could welcome you back into 
her body willingly, and that still wasn’t enough. 

I’m the one who had to hold us both safe, and teach you 
what it meant to have safe, consensual sex, so that | could 
enable you to use my body as an emotional anchor to soothe 
your inner rage. You use sex to manage your rage and anger, 
and that became evident this past week, as you became less 
and less able to engage with me on any kind of real intimate 
level. 

You don’t see any of this because you choose to paint me 
as the perpetrator in your twisted and perverted narrative, 
fuelled by what | clearly understand is sexual addiction. 

You've inflicted nine years of sexual addiction-induced 
trauma on me and have the nerve to tell me ‘yes, but you 
abuse me too’, as if my absolutely normal trauma responses 
are my fault, and the reason for you to be able to step away 
and abandon me like so much used garbage. 

Well | am no ones emotional punching bag. 

| refuse to keep your dirty secrets any more. 

You are an abuser of women. 

You abused me, and all | ever wanted to do was hold you 
safe and love you. But you can’t even begin to understand 
what love is. 

| live in the light. You choose the dark and think that’s 
freedom. How little you realise what you’ve done, and what 
you've let go of so readily. 

As you've seen before, the karma bus eventually comes 
around to pick up its passengers, and your seat is prebooked 
through your own actions. 

| loved you, my lost love. | loved you so much | waited nine 
years for you, but you decided in a single day to discard me. 


Shame on you, and everyone around you who will rue the 
day they ever believed your charismatic, smooth as silk lies. 

| loved you. 

It’s all | wanted, was to love you as you grew into the light 
of truth, integrity, and honesty. 

It’s a shame you couldn’t love me as much, or hold me as 
safe. 

I’m a sadder, but wiser and stronger woman today as a 
result of your behaviour towards me. 

| am also a woman who has recovered her sexuality, and 
while she wanted it to be all for you, she figures it'll be 
something you'll regret throwing away eventually. 

| hope you find someone who'll give you the kind of fucking 
that lasts for hours, who'll devour you and come back for 
more, and make your fantasies come to life. But | doubt it, 
and that’s your loss, because I’m sure I'll be someone else’s 
fantasy someday. 

You made the wrong choice. 

| hope you’re ready to dine on the consequences. 

May 19, 2019 


When you're on a good 
thing...repeat it 


And that’s just what I’ve discovered as | continue to peel 
back the layers of deception perpetrated by my ex husband, 
Pierre H Testart, in his grandiose course of conduct over 
multiple relationships. 

He comes across as humble, sincere, self-deprecating, and 
an all round charming and charismatic guy who’d never do 
anything wrong. 

He’s a lawyer after all, and a member of the Victorian Bar, a 
dead set restricted trade practice environment that requires 
every barrister to be a sole trader, with all the financial 
responsibilities that come with that designation. 

There’s no company to hide behind, no corporate structure 
to carry over losses year over year. 

You’re on your own, and responsible for all your tax 
obligations. 


Before we had GST, if you were a sole trader you faced the 
nightmare called provisional tax, where the ATO would make 
an estimate of what you'd likely earn in the next tax year, and 
make a ‘provisional estimate’ of what tax you'd also likely be 
required to pay. And then they’d require you to pay that 
provisional tax amount for income you hadn’t yet earned, and 
it’d snowball from there. 

If you lacked financial discipline, if you couldn’t budget, 
your financial life would quickly unravel and you'd find 
yourself unable to even rob Peter to pay Paul, and you’d be on 
a roller coaster ride to bankruptcy at the hands of the dreaded 
Deputy Commissioner of Taxation who’d issue writs and follow 
through like a pit bull. 

Allow me to set the scene for you... 

It’s 1991 and our antihero has worn out his welcome at his 
own firm because he was carrying a family and fucking his 
secretary, and taking more money out of the firm than he was 
entitled to...the euphemistically termed ‘partnership dispute’ 
was about his spending spree on the firms coin, where he was 
not doing enough billable work to cover his drawings. 

Our antihero decides he’ll go to the Bar and be relieved of 
the horrible administrative burden of being a solicitor, and oh 
joy of joys, he'll. Have more time for his wife and family. 

Not. 

Enter a woman, introduced to him by another lawyer who’s 
joined our antihero at the Bar, where they are both 
completing their six months readers course before being 
admitted to the Bar. 

This woman is about to become ensnared by our antihero 
and soon enough their relationship is settled by wedding 
vows. 

Our newly minted wife number two is studying law at 
Deakin, and is admitted to practice in 1996, where she is a 
baby lawyer working in a small suburban law firm. 

Our loved up couple have been renting throughout their 
time together, but our antihero cannot stomach the loss of the 
property he’d had to relinquish when he walked out on his 
family, so the seed was planted and our antihero came up 
with a beguiling plan to rectify that loss. 

Now, we understand the financial difficulties facing our 
antihero - provisional tax, forced to be a sole trader in a 
profession that might look like it’s full of entitled silver spoon 
types but is actually rife with individuals who couldn’t balance 
a chequebook to save themselves, let alone budget for tax 


payments on income not even yet earned. It’d be a nightmare 
for anyone without significant resources behind them. We get 
it, and we have compassion for our financial Luddite antihero. 
He’s a dickhead with money, let’s be honest. 

Lest we get too carried away with compassion for our 
antihero, let’s continue with our scene setting... 

Here’s our newly admitted baby lawyer in 1996, with her 
husband who hasn't been paying his tax obligations as he 
should have, or even making any payment arrangements with 
the ATO since he came to the Bar in 1991. 

Our antihero knows the ATO is circling him like he’s a surfer 
and they’re a great white out for blood. 

He knows the danger he’s in. 

He knows the ATO are after him. 

They send him letter after letter telling him he’s delinquent 
in his tax returns, his tax obligations, and if he doesn’t 
regularise his position they will take legal action over it. 

You'd think our antihero and his wife, two members of the 
legal profession, would focus their energy on getting their 
finances sorted out, right? 

You'd think, like any reasonable person would, that a first 
priority would be to pay the taxman, right? 

You'd think, like any reasonable person, that a married 
couple in the ordinary course of things would know if their 
spouse was being chased by a government body that wielded 
a very big fucking blunt weapon, wouldn’t you? 

Of course you would. 

We're none of us idiots, are we? 

So our antihero knows he’s going under...what does our 
loved up couple of lawyers do? 

She buys a house. 

Uh huh. 

| kid you not. 

She buys a house. 

Now most couples who are married, when they are buying a 
matrimonial home, they’ll both go on the title, right? 

Of course they do! C’mon, who thinks they wouldn’t? 

But not our couple, nosireebob. 

Our coupe decide that in the first half of 1997 she will buy a 
house in her name (because wait for it...they have different 
surnames) and get a mortgage in her name. 

So our loved up couple decide that only she will own the 
property. 

Now a reasonable person might think this was a deliberate 


ploy to allow them to have a home, and if our antihero did go 
bankrupt, at least the home would be safe. 

And besides, it’s in her name, and if they keep their story 
straight, no one will ever know they are married. 

Do you recall what it was like for women in the 80’s and 
90’s when it came to getting credit? 

Yeah, a married woman had to have her husband co-sign 
the mortgage. 

It would have been a very unusual set of circumstances for 
a married woman to be allowed to have a mortgage on her 
own, but that’s probably only ever going to be examined by 
subpoena, so we just have our own experience and knowledge 
to guide us here, but you know what they say about the pub 
test. 

Our couple find their dream house, sign the contract of sale, 
she gets the finance, and on 27 August 1997 the details are 
registered with the titles office. 

It doesn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that 
settlement is not the date of the registration of title, so we 
can reasonably extrapolate that the contract, purchase, 
finance approval period, and eventually settlement timeframe 
weren't fast, and thus must have been reasonably begun 
around the March of 1997. 

Our couple end up separating in November 1997. 

Our antihero moves out to a rental and life continues for 
both of them. 

The ATO issue court proceedings against our antihero in 
February 1998, they file a creditor’s petition In October 1998, 
and the sequestration order is granted a month later in 
November 1998. 

The Bankruptcy Act 1966 has a couple of very interesting 
sections that deal with what is called voidable transfers. S120 
and 121 tackle the issues of shifting your property (which 
includes money) to others, and it sets out the rules for clawing 
back money, including from spouses who bought property 
with any money of the bankrupts. 

This is important dear reader, so take a metaphysical 
highlighter to this part and flag this for later, as you'll find 
yourself coming back to $121 and 120 again. 

Our baby lawyer and antihero go silent on their marriage. 

They stay legally married until November 2009. 

Our baby lawyer keeps her house. 

Our antihero says nothing to his bankruptcy trustee and 
effectively sticks his head in the sand and keeps on not 


paying tax or filing tax returns. 

No one examines our couple as part of his bankruptcy. 

Now we need to jump a couple of years to wife number 
three (defacto...he’s not a bigamist). 

Fast forward to 2003 and our antihero is still smarting from 
losing yet another property to a fucking woman, and he can’t 
do anything about it because he’s bankrupt. He doesn’t want 
his trustee getting anything, so he stays silent but simmering 
rage bubbles all the time within our antihero. 

Remember he’s still not paying tax, or filing tax returns, or 
even paying anything towards the obligatory bankruptcy 
assessments he’s burdened with. 

Made bankrupt November 1998, he’s had his bankruptcy 
extended by his trustee due to his conduct and won’t be 
discharged until 2007. 

Yowser. 

Our antihero does what he does best and doubles down on 
his finances, funnelling most of his income deposits to his new 
partner, so she can get a low-doc loan to buy acreage out in 
Gippsland in Blackwarry in 2004. 

Our antihero is in pig heaven! He loves his bush block, and 
tends to it lovingly, planting trees, building ramshackle pole 
outbuildings, and bemoaning the inability to build. 

Still, he now owns land and he’s somewhat mollified. 

But wait, he’s not done! 

Over 2003-2005 our antihero funnels over $200,000 to his 
new love and in March 2005 she is able to leverage the rural 
acreage and his income into a residential house purchase in 
one of the bayside suburbs of Melbourne, which sets him up 
beautifully. 

His world is complete, almost...she just won’t put out and 
he feels like he’s living in a sexual desert, but by and large he 
thinks life is pretty sweet. 

He got into AA in December 1999 and together they got 
sober and clean. 

Our antihero is a hero in the fellowship, renowned for his 
example of recovery based on nothing more than the fact he 
doesn’t drink and can quote the big book at will. Our antihero 
is lauded far and wide as an exemplar of what recovery looks 
like. 

If only those poor suckers knew our antihero as we do. 

So here’s where it gets really interest, where the pedal hots 
the metal as they say. 

Remember | said you should highlight $120 and 121 of the 


bankruptcy act? 

Yeah, you’re gonna want to refresh yourself right about 
now, because there’s gonna be a course of conduct you'll see 
that’ll make you go whoa! 

Our antihero knows he’s going under...again. 

He’s been chased by the ATO for not just the debt from his 
bankruptcy, but for all the years of not filing tax returns and 
not paying tax since 1998. 

It’s now 2004 and he’s got the land through his current 
spouse. 

In 2004 the ATO again issue proceedings against our 
antihero. 

It’s an eye watering sum of over $300,000! 

Our antihero digs himself deeper and in March 2005 they 
tell the real estate agent that her finance is now approved, 
and the contract of sale for the house is now unconditional. 

Settlement happens mid June 2005. 

They move in immediately after settlement. 

Our antihero goes bankrupt on 19 July 2005 with a 
voluntary debtors petition to beat the ATO. 

On 28 July 2005 our antihero writes to the Victorian Bar 
Ethics Committee to advise them, pursuant to the new 
disclosure rules, of his second bankruptcy, and tells them that 
he doesn’t have any interest in any real property from his first 
bankruptcy. 

Somehow the jig is up and there’s an investigation. 

Our antihero never told them about the land, or the house 
purchase, yet the Victorian Bar found out about the land in 
Gippsland somehow. 

He stays Uber silent about the house. 

His trustee in bankruptcy does find out about the house and 
sets about using section 120 and 121 of the bankruptcy act to 
bring our antihero and his love to heel by dragging them to 
federal court to be cross examined on their financial affairs. 

He’s caught between a rock and a hard place and does his 
best to threaten, cajole, beguile, and throw up smoke and 
mirror tactics to deflect the trustee, to no avail. 

Our antihero is flummoxed, and eventually has to admit 
defeat at the hands of his trustee. 

But the Legal Services Board? Oh fuck no, our antihero digs 
even deeper and tells them nothing. They never had any 
inkling that there was a house, so when they successfully 
prosecuted him for professional misconduct, they weren’t 
successful in having our antihero suspended as they wanted. 


VCAT determined that he’d been less than honest, but it 
was only recreational land for goodness sake, and look, he 
admitted it when caught, and there’s nothing else to see here, 
it’s a first time offence, no harm no foul. He made a mistake, 
and it’s only recreational land, hardly worth bothering about. 

If the prosecution had included the house, and also 
information about the property purchase during his second 
marriage, do you think he’d have gotten off so lightly? 

It’s a reasonable bow to draw here between multiple 
properties, same scenarios, same individual, and call that 
drawn bow a deliberate course of conduct. 

Once is an oops, twice is a pattern, thrice is a fucking 
COURSE OF CONDUCT. 

That’s three properties dear readers. 

Three properties purchased while knowingly going bankrupt 
due to non lodgement of tax returns and non payment of 
taxes. 

Three properties purchased while knowingly being chased 
by the ATO and being served with court writs. 

This isn’t a lack of consideration for his civic obligations as a 
tax paying citizen of this country, it’s a COURSE OF CONDUCT 
by a barrister determined to do whatever the fuck he wants, 
without regard to any consequences because in his world 
there are no consequences. 

You tell me if I’m wrong. 


Living in the World of Not 
Ok 


RU OK? 


Compulsive- 
Abusive Sexual- 
Relational Disorder 
(CASRD) Iceberg 
Diagram: 
Diagnostic and 
Treatment Model 


The Minwalla Model when it was originally CARSD 
RU OK is a phrase that has become trite and banal in my 
world. 

Everyone asks this of others, yet few realise the impact it 
has when the person asking doesn’t really want to know, or 
understand, the issues behind the ‘not ok’ aspect of the 
person before them. 

So often I’m asked this by well intentioned people, who 
don’t have any clue, or desire to know, anything deeper. 

RU OK? has become for me an emblem of what’s wrong in 
our world when it comes to mental health and the impact of 
abuse and trauma. 

PTSD doesn’t disappear if someone asks if you’re ok. 

PTSD and it’s symptoms don’t magically transform because 
you get asked if you’re ok. 

My world of emotional flashbacks and dissociative isolation 
and withdrawing doesn’t magically change because you’ve 
decided to ask if I’m ok. 

You asking if | am ok is another trigger | am forced to deal 
with as | isolate, withdraw, lick my wounds, compress and 
compartmentalise the trauma so | can survive another day in 
a world where | do not want to live. 

When I’m being pushed to respond to the needs of others, 
who need me to confirm that I’m ok, so they can feel ok about 
having done their duty, then I’m shunted even further 
backwards into that place where | just want to hide and 
burrow into that safe place where no one sees me, no one can 
reach me, and | can just write and let it all out. 

My ability to hold your mental health needs and your needs 
to know | am ok, is non-existent, yet still | am told that | must 
contact so and so and tell them I’m ok, or | must do such and 
such an act to reassure those who are concerned about me. 

| don’t give a fuck about anyone else when | am in these 
isolating and withdrawing phases, and yet | am constantly 
bombarded with the very things that make me crawl back 
even tighter into my cocoon and wish the world would just 
evaporate around me. 

| don’t want you asking if I’m ok. 

| don’t want to have to respond and make sure you're ok, 
while I’m barely holding my head above water drowning in a 
swamp of sewerage. 

Trauma does that to some of us. 

Not everyone presents like | do. 


| detach, | dissociate, | avoid, | barely function, yet | appear 
to be strong and resilient because that’s how you see me. 

Strong, a survivor, resilient, able to fight and keep going. 

What you don’t see is the child peeking out who knows the 
world is not safe, who lacks the resources to reach out from 
her cave, who retreats into the self-sufficient shell she’s 
wrapped herself in since she can remember...when the need 
to self soothe came through the dissociative flights her mind 
would create whenever her physical world became too much 
to cope with, when the monster in the room with her caused 
her mind to fragment in order to survive. 

There was no RU OK? then. There was nothing. No one was 
safe, and those who might have been were not close enough 
to do more than give this child a taste of safety that soon 
evaporated. 

| cannot make you feel ok. 

| cannot hold your needs. 

| cannot meet your needs. 

| cannot do anymore than | am already doing, and even that 
is not enough to keep my head above water most days. 

You watch what | do, so | stop engaging. 

You monitor, and use my writing to tell others that ‘I’m 
doing something, so | must therefore be able to make contact 
with others to reassure them.’ 

You make assumptions about what I’m doing, or what I’m 
capable of doing, based on what you see online, instead of 
actually reading what I’m writing and using that to start 
figuring out what is behind the trauma, the withdrawals, the 
isolation. 

Don’t ask me if I’m ok, for fucks sake. 

Don’t make me feel worse than | already do feel, just 
because | cannot make you feel ok. 

Let me off the hook of your need to be reassured, because | 
cannot reassure you, and any reassurance you might get 
would only be lip service to pander to your own need to feel 
ok, which would be just another fake thing to deal with in a 
world where | already feel as if | don’t fit, don’t have a place, 
and don’t have a life. 

Too many people make demands of us, without knowing 
anything about what triggers us. 

| had my first suicide attempt as a child. 

My second was after my mother decided it was a good idea 
to tell someone to ‘hide all the knives’. That was just a red rag 
to a bull and made me act out because I’d had enough of 


feeling like shit, and thought | might as well make it a reality. 

When you say shit like that, you push the wrong kind of 
buttons. 

Don’t tell loved ones to ‘hide the knives’ or ‘tell all the 
pharmacists in your locale not to sell her such and such’. 

These are not helpful comments and are ill informed, and 
dangerous. 

What if your bad advice was followed and a loved one did in 
fact go and blabber to every chemist around, and then that 
person found out, and a potential lifeline of help and support 
disappears in a puff of bad advice given with the best of 
intentions, but without real understanding of what suicide is, 
and what drives it, when it’s a compulsive addiction. 

Yes, that’s right. Compulsive suicidal ideation out of 
complex PTSD from childhood trauma is not the same as the 
opportunistic, in the moment reactionary suicide that most 
people think they know about. 

Suicide as an addiction is not well understood. 

In 2016 a narrative review of the available literature on 
suicide was published and the results enabled the authors to 
reach this conclusion: 

Our review suggests that both NSSI and SB can be 
conceptualized as addictions. This is relevant because if some 
individual’s self-harming behaviors are better conceptualized 
as an addiction, treatment approaches could be tailored to 
this addiction. 

Childhood sexual abuse and dissociation have long been 
known to go hand in hand, yet the link between the severity 
of the dissociation and the risk of suicide has not been so well 
understood. 

A 2022 paper you can access in full here explores the effect 
of sexual abuse and dissociation on suicide attempt 

Their conclusion was: 

In this study, dissociation mediated a _ substantive 
proportion of the relationship between sexual abuse and 
number of suicide attempts. The results in this study illustrate 
the importance of assessment and treatment of sexual abuse 
and trauma-related symptoms such as dissociation in suicide 
prevention. Dissociation can be a reason why some people act 
on their suicidal thoughts. 


Polyvictimization— Trauma — PTSD— 
Dissociation — Childhood sexual abuse— Risk of 
Suicide 


Today | learned a new word...polyvictimazation. 

| saw it in a post dealing with trauma, dissociation, and 
suicide here that drew on a number of published articles on 
the issues that was enlightening and educative for me, and 
should be for others. 

Polyvictimization refers to the experience of multiple types 
of victimization such as sexual abuse, physical abuse, neglect, 
bullying, and exposure to family violence versus multiple 
episodes of the same kind of victimization. 

Understanding and addressing polyvictimization is critical 
because childhood victimization is widespread and the 
consequences are severe. In fact, it is estimated that 1 in 4 
children will experience some type of trauma or victimization 
before they reach the age of 16. And there is a growing 
collection of research that shows that the impact of 
polyvictimization is more powerful than even multiple events 
of a single type of victimization. 

PTSD and dissociation symptoms as mediators of the 
relationship between polyvictimization and psychososical and 
behavioral problems among justice-involved adolescents. 
Journal of Trauma & Dissociation, 19(3):325-346. Download at 
https://doi.org/10.1080/15299732.2018.1441354 

Abstract Polyvictimization (PV) has been shown to be 
associated with psychosocial and behavioral impairment in 
community and high risk populations, including youth 
involved in juvenile justice. However, the mechanisms 
accounting for these adverse outcomes have not been 
empirically delineated. Symptoms of posttraumatic stress 
disorder (PTSD) and dissociation are documented sequelae of 
PV and are associated with a wide’ range of 
behavioral/emotional problems. 

Firoozabadi, A., Jahromi, L.R., and Yaghmaie, S. (2018). 
Prevalence of dissociative experiences in those referred to 
emergency psychiatric centers after attempting suicide. 
Journal of Hospital Practice and Research, 3(1):22-27. DOI: 
10.1517/hpr.2018.05 

Abstract Background: Dissociation is a symptom that can be 
related to traumatic childhood events. Dissociation in some 
cases is categorized in a distinct subgroup from other 


psychiatric disorders. Objective: The purpose of this study was 
to investigate the prevalence of dissociative experiences in 
patients who have attempted suicide and who have referred 
to an emergency psychiatric center. 

Xiang Ng, Q., Zheng Jie Yong, B., Yin Xian Ho, C., Yutong 
Lim, D., & Yeo, W-S. (2018). Early Life sexual abuse is 
associated with increased suicide attempts: an update meta- 
analysis. Journal of Psychiatric Research, Vol. 99:129-141. 
Download at https://doi.org/10.1016/j.josychires.2018.02.001 

Abstract Suicide is an emerging, yet preventable global 
health issue associated with — significant mortality. 
Identification of underlying risk factors and antecedents may 
inform preventive strategies and interventions. 

Don’t just ask if I’m OK 

I’m not ok. 

| lived with a man who triggered all of my past abuse and 
brought it all rushing to the surface without any care as to the 
harm he caused me. 

Homelessness, destitution, and the utter destruction of my 
life was his goal, and he succeeded in a way that most do not 
understand, let alone comprehend. 

It’s easy to ask if I’m ok, much much harder to ask from a 
place of insight, awareness, empathy, and reading and 
research so as to be informed. 

I’m caught tight in a withdrawal and isolation phase that 
causes me such a lot of pain, yet | cannot simply step out of it 
to make you feel better for having asked if I’m ok. 

| know you’re hurting. 

| know this hurts others. 

| know it, and yet it’s not going to be enough to stop it. 

And you wanting me to stop it won’t make it any easier for 
me. 

So stop it. 

| already feel deep shame and humiliation for the 
behaviours brought on by the ptsd, and you pushing makes it 
even worse. 

Let me be, let me find my own way back, let me apologise 
and come back to a more normal way of interacting in my 
own time and space, at my own pace. 

I’m not ok. 

I’ve been to hospital and there’s no help. 

There’s no counselling, no psychological support, just 
blame, shame, and trying to cope on your own in a world that 
doesn’t get it. 


A ‘crisis’ team at a community mental health service 
thought it was ok to tell me, a woman with $60 a week to live 
on after paying rent, that if they could shop around for 
psychologists and find one then | should be able to do the 
same. They sat there making me feel like a failure because of 
course everyone should be able to access psychological help, 
but try finding a bulk billing pschologist or psychiatrist who 
will spend the time building a relationship with you so you 
have a safe place to start working on a recovery program. 
Yeah, there isn’t. You'd find unicorn shit faster in a regional 
area. 

There is no long term therapeutic help, and a better mental 
health plan is only of assistance if you can afford to pay the 
gap fee, which | cannot. 

Those who work in the mental health field think it’s so 
fucking easy to get help. Use the online chat services, ring 
1800 respect, call lifeline they all say, but none of that is 
building a trusting, long term, safe therapeutic alliance 
between a victim and their therapist, as is needed for this 
kind of recovery work. 

So when | get dismissed by services, when | cannot find the 
kind of mental health support that’s really needed, then you 
asking if I'm ok and needing me to reassure you doesn’t even 
begin to factor into my list of things | need to do. 

This is the blunt reality of what it’s like to be a victim of 
trauma and have no assistance. 

If I've actually taken the time to talk to you, to unpack the 
trauma, to tell you about the abuse, then don’t for fucks sake 
go and ask if I’m ok. 

If I’ve trusted you enough to share what’s happened, back 
off with the RU OK questions...enough already. 

Figure it out for yourself. 

Know that I’m not ok, and let your own understanding of the 
not being ok and the why of it, be your guide. 

Don’t make me responsible for reassuring you that I’m ok, 
when I’m patently not ok. 

When I’m suicidal it’s so not a good idea to be pushing me 
into this corner where | only have one way out. 

When I’m in my cave, it’s so not a good idea to be pushing 
me to come out before I’m ready. 

| do not have the wherewithal to hold anyone else at this 
moment, and | don’t want to. 

| cannot help anyone else, and | cannot deal with anyone 
else’s hurts or pain. 


I’m full up to pussies bow with my own shit and there’s no 
room left for anyone else. 

If that makes me selfish, then so be it. 

If you don’t understand, then so be it. 

If you can’t sit with what I’ve put here, and you still insist on 
me responding to you, then there is going to be a dissonance 
that you're going to have to deal with on your own. 

I’ve had friends decide that their need to be reassured by 
me were higher than my mental health fragility, and | 
watched them throw me under the bus because they couldn’t 
fathom what | might be dealing with. 

I’ve had friends insist to me that they had a right to make 
the demands they did of me because ‘they were friends with 
me’, and that the friendship somehow came with certain 
unalienable rights and attitudes that became self centred, self 
important, and ego driven statements of authority that only 
made me retreat even harder. 

Let me ride this out, let me come back at my pace, don’t 
make me feel worse than | already do. 

| can’t help it, and | can’t stop it until it stops of its own 
accord. 

| don’t have a crystal ball, and | don’t have any miracle 
answers. 

Just have patience and let go of your need to be reassured. 
It doesn’t help me. 

And don’t make me feel worse by telling others that it’s 
urgent | contact you, and then make it all about how you just 
wanted to check in and hear from me. 

That’s a sure fire way to lose my trust and be put in the ‘not 
safe’ section. 

Read what | write, use it to find a way to what is going on, 
and then springboard into other research. 

Google Scholar is your friend here. 

| invite you to do your own research before requiring me to 
answer any RU OK? question, ok? Can we agree on that? 

Learn about dissociation, trauma, childhood sexual abuse, 
adult sexual abuse, domestic violence, coercive control, 
gaslighting, manipulation, the drivers and _ triggers of 
emotional flashbacks and the overwhelming hopelessness and 
despair that comes rushing up when the flashbacks take over, 
even when we look and sound ok, and we can still write and 
publish. 

Pete Walker 

Check out Pete Walker’s fabulous website where he has lots 


of articles about PTSD and trauma. You'll learn a heap there. 
International Society for the Study of Trauma and 
Dissociation 
You'll find excellent resources here too if you are so inclined 
to learn more about what dissociation and trauma are, and 
how they intersect in the mental health of victims. 


The Minwalla Model 


Remedies the victim-blaming and diagnostic mislabeling of 
deceptive sexuality victims. 

Designates a name for the abuse disorder associated with 
deceptive sexuality. 

Provides effective treatments for abusers, victims, and the 
relationships injured by deceptive sexuality. 

Helps mental health professionals recognize and treat the 
abusive impacts of deceptive sexuality from an abuse-victim- 
trauma consciousness. 

Deceptive sexuality and trauma (DST) is the proposed new 
terminology that subsumes and _ includes the terms 
compulsive sexual behavior disorder, sexual addiction, sexual 
and emotional infidelity, post-infidelity trauma, and betrayal 
trauma. 


Deceptive Sexuality and Trauma (DST): A 
Clinical Model 


The Minwalla Model is a clinical psychology and clinical 
sexology model used to diagnose, treat, and understand 
clinical symptoms related to DST, utilizing contemporary and 
innovative approaches to sexuality, gender, abuse, and 
trauma. 

The Minwalla Model has had a significant impact on the 
clinical treatment of sex addiction, compulsive sexuality, 
infidelity, betrayal trauma, intimate partners, and 
relationships. 

The Minwalla Model defines sexual and gender health as the 
conscious process towards. integrity, intimacy, and 
integration. 

The Minwalla Model not only addresses problematic sexual 
behaviors but recognizes and names systemic abuse, sexual 
entitlement, and sexual oppression. By doing so, it becomes a 


model of relational justice, gender and sexual illumination, 
and a social justice movement related to human rights and 
health. 


The Artful Tax Dodger and 
a Brilliant Property 
Acquisition Scheme 


28 July 2005 

Disclosure to the Victorian Bar Ethics Committee — Pursuant 
to Rule 197 (b) of the Bar Rules 

“Furthermore, | can inform the ethics committee that during 
the course of my first bankruptcy, | did not acquire any real 
property or any other assets of significance; my _ only 
significant asset is the book debts constituted by my 
outstanding fees.” 


22 November 2007 

Legal Services Commissioner v Testart (Legal Practice) 
[2007] VCAT 2234 

THE CASE ON BEHALF OF THE LSC 

The facts are not controversial. They have all been 
admitted. 

In relation to the first charge, it is clear that, whilst a 
bankrupt and not honouring his obligations to pay amounts to 
his trustee in bankruptcy, and whilst not paying ongoing tax, 
Testart paid amounts to his partner from his earnings. These 
amounts would appear to have totalled something in excess 
of $90,000.00 . The first charge is based upon a payment in 
the order of $50,000.00 used by Testart’s partner for the 
purchase of what could be described as a recreational block of 
land. It should be noted that, as we said from the bench 
during the hearing, the fact that it is alleged that the 
payments made to Ms Blair exceeded $90,000.00 and the 
charge is based upon a payment of $50,000.00 does not 
concern us. We do not regard this as something which has a 
prejudicial effect in relation to our opinion of Testart or the 
charge against him. It seems to us that, whether the amount 


paid to Ms Blair be $50,000.00 or $90,000.00 (and it is to be 
remembered that the factual basis of the charge is admitted), 
the alleged offence remains much the same. 

Returning to Mr Star’s submission, whilst Testart has not 
been prosecuted for any criminal offence, it is submitted that 
this does not prevent a finding of misconduct. By not paying 
his tax, he has increased the burden on tax payers generally. 
Authority is referred to int his regard. Furthermore, he 
accumulated significant sums of money from his earnings, 
and applied part of these earnings to the purchase of land by 
his de facto partner. Reference is made to the decision of 
NSW Bar Association v Hamman (1999) 217 ALR 553. The 
reputation of the legal profession is damaged by conduct such 
as this. Reference is also made to the frequently cited 
statement of Kitto J in Ziems v The Prothonotary of the 
Supreme Court of NSW (1957) 97 CLR 279. High standards are 
expected of barristers. 

THE SUBMISSIONS ON BEHALF OF TESTART 

The submissions of Mr Billings on behalf of Testart could be 
summarised as follows. 

In relation to the first charge, Testart’s behaviour occurred 
in a “one-off” situation, and he faces one charge. The matters 
alleged in the preface to the charge—namely, that he was 
bankrupt, failing to make contributions to his trustee, and 
failing to pay further income tax—are not in themselves 
matters which form the substance of charges against Testart. 
They simply provide the background for the charge that has 
been laid. Accordingly, much of what has been said in the 
New South Wales cases involving barristers not paying tax or 
putting in taxation returns for many years is not relevant. 
Some of those cases also involve very large sums of money, 
much larger than that involved in the present case. In 
essence, Testart made a “one-off” gift to his partner at a time 
when she required financial assistance to purchase a block of 
land and Testart 

had no hope of meeting his financial commitments to the 
ATO in any event. 

Any earlier or other dealings between Testart and the ATO 
are also not relevant to this charge. In the particular 
circumstances of this case, Testart’s conduct was not such as 
to establish that he is not of good character or is otherwise 
unsuited to engage in legal practice. 

In relation to the second charge, this has simply not been 
made out. The information given by Testart to the Bar Ethics 


Committee in his letter of 28th July 2005 was accurate. Whilst 
bankrupt, he did not acquire any real property or asset of 
significance. He did not acquire any beneficial interest in any 
such property or asset. It is quite clear from what he said in 
his Public Examination on oath to the Federal Court that the 
money in question was gifted to his partner. If ever a question 
should arise as to the ownership of the land, he would find it 
virtually impossible to resile from this position. Following the 
examination, neither Testart’s trustee in bankruptcy nor the 
ATO took the issue of the ownership of the land any further. 

RULING 

In our opinion, the first charge has been proven, but the 
second charge has not been made out. We have arrived at 
those conclusions for the following reasons. 

We accept the argument advanced by Mr Billings that many 
of the matters set out in the Notice of Charges, insofar as they 
relate to the first charge, are matters of background and not 
charges in themselves. The misconduct with which Testart is 
charged is specifically limited to events occurring between 
28th August 2003 and 25th February 2004 when, whilst 
bankrupt, failing to make contribution to his trustee, and 
failing to pay income tax on further income he was earning, 
he made payments to his partner enabling her to acquire the 
land. That is the charge which has been laid, and the charge 
with which we are dealing. 

The obligations of legal practitioners in general and 
barristers in particular to attend to their taxation 
responsibilities have been outlined in a number of decisions, 
and particularly in New South Wales. We need not go through 
them again here. Those decisions assist in highlighting the 
attitude which the Courts have taken to legal practitioners 
and their responsibilities in relation to compliance with 
taxation laws. We also accept that misconduct can exist in 
circumstances such as these without a conviction for a 
criminal offence having been recorded. 

In the present case, Testart, whilst bankrupt and failing to 
make payments to his trustee in bankruptcy or in respect of 
his ongoing taxation liabilities, earned income and made 
substantial payments from that income to his partner. This 
has been admitted, and his excuses for so doing are 
completely inadequate. In his sworn evidence of 16th June 
2005 given to the Federal Court of Australia, Testart stated 
that he chose to apply monies he had earned in order to fund 
members of his family rather than to pay contributions to his 


trustee in bankruptcy. In his letter to the Bar Ethics 
Committee of 15th November 2005, Testart stated the 
following:- 

“At the time that | made the contribution in question, | did 
not consciously turn my mind to any contest of priorities 
between assisting my partner with the purchase of the land 
and paying a pre-existing tax debt. From my point of view, 
had | thought about it, | believe | would have seen it as futile 
to pay further monies to the Australian Taxation Office in view 
of the fact that | knew | was continue (sic) to be bankrupt for 
a very long time, and that any money which | paid to it would 
not have any reasonable prospect of expunging my debt. 

| was, on some level, although | did not specifically turn my 
mind to the question, aware of the fact that, whatever monies 
| had available to me, they would not be enough to pay my 
tax debt, when it crystallised. As to my taxation affairs, | had 
long before despaired of being able to make any inroads into 
the matter.” 

These explanations are far from satisfactory. 

To our minds, the siphoning-off of substantial sums, 
whether they be by way of gifts or otherwise, by Testart in 
circumstances where he was not making his payments to his 
trustee in bankruptcy nor paying ongoing tax on his earnings, 
constitutes misconduct. It is conduct essentially unconnected 
with his legal practice, but is such as to justify a finding that 
he is not of good character or is otherwise unsuited to engage 
in legal practice. It is also sufficient to satisfy the long- 
established test in relation to misconduct at common law by a 
profess ional person. It is conduct which would be reasonably 
regarded as disgraceful or dishonourable by members of the 
profession who are of good repute and competency. Testart is 
a barrister. As was said by Kitto J in Ziems, being a barrister 
carries with it exceptional privileges and exceptional 
obligations. Testart’s conduct in the present case falls short of 
what is required. His conduct, in diverting monies obtained 
from his earnings to his partner in a situation where he had 
the other obligations to which we have referred, is conduct 
likely to jeopardise the reputation and standing of the legal 
profession, to use the words of Mason P in Hamman. 

In summary, we find the first charge proven. 

We do not find the second charge proven. We simply do not 
find that the statement in question was misleading. On the 
basis of the admitted facts, Testart’s statement as set out in 
his letter to the Bar Ethics Committee of 28th July 2005 was 


completely accurate. 

There is nothing to suggest that, during the period of his 
first bankruptcy, he did acquire any real property or other 
assets of significance. Certainly, and improperly, he gave 
substantial sums of money to his partner. At his public 
examination, he has given evidence on oath that these 
amounts were gifts. His partner used those amounts to assist 
her in purchasing a recreational block of land, but it is not 
suggested that Testart became a registered proprietor. Given 
his previous sworn evidence that the monies were gifted to 
his partner, it would also be extremely difficult for him to 
assert that, should it become an issue, he has acquired a 
beneficial interest in the land. 

Mr Star has submitted that the statement is a “half-truth”. It 
may be that some suspicion exists as to exactly what has 
occurred in relation to these monies and this land, but, on the 
basis of the material before us, what Testart conveyed to the 
Committee was not a “half-truth”, but was correct and 
accurate. 

Testart’s behaviour was quite deliberate. His behaviour 
brings the legal profession into disrepute and constitutes 
misconduct even though no conviction for any criminal 
offence resulted. 

In relation to the second charge, whilst the passage in 
Testart’s letter of 28th July 2005 to the Bar Ethics Committee 
may have been technically correct, in that he did not 
personally acquire any real property or any other assets of 
significance during the course of his first bankruptcy, this was 
in fact a “half-truth”. The letter suggests that he had done his 
best to apply whatever funds he had to meet his obligations 
to the ATO and his trustee in bankruptcy, but had not been 
able so to do after paying for the necessities of life. The 
misleading nature of this statement constitutes misconduct. 

“My daughter’s plight, and her need to _ have 
accommodation and support in late 1997 and during 1998, 
caused the relationship between myself and my second wife 
to break down. My second wife was not prepared to have my 
daughter living with us, and accordingly, | separated from her 
and obtained rented premises to live with my daughter. | had 
made various contributions to property owned by my second 
wife, but | made no claim for property settlement, not wanting 
the pressure of further legal proceedings.” (Emphasis added) 

“I moved from a home and a wife in November 1997 
(emphasis added) to rented premises with a 17-year-old 


daughter fresh out of the psychiatric ward of Monash Medical 
Centre. In 1998, | moved rented premises twice.” 

“| first met Xxx in late 1991 during my Readers’ Course, at 
the Essoign Club in Owen Dixon Chambers. Xxx was 
introduced to me by our mutual friend, xxx, who was then in 
my readers’ group. At that time, | had separated from my first 
wife, and was living in Kew. 

Xxx and I formed a relationship, and ultimately moved in 
together in about late 1992. We married on 14 February 1995 
and separated in late 1997. 

We divorced on 13 November 2009, at my instigation, as | 
was then pursuing another relationship. We had previously 
agreed on an informal property settlement (emphasis 
added), Although our separation was painful for both of us, it 
was not acrimonious. | say more about the circumstances of 
our separation later.” 


Just Shut The Fuck Up 


What he really thinks... 

Those stupid fucking questions. 

Who died and made you the questioner in this relationship, 
huh? 

Of course I’m going to tell you what you want to hear. 

Blah blah blah you’re all so fucking predictable. 

You hear the words | give you and you fold so easily. 

You’re waiting for my fake fucking remorse that is so easy 
to give you. 

Of course | don’t mean it. 

Fuck no I’m never going to do a thing you want me to do. 

Lip service. Can’t you see that? Are you that stupid? 

Obviously you are. 

Just like every other woman who gave me second, third, 
fourth chances and so on. 

You're just another stupid cow who thinks pretty words 
mean something. 

Grow up. 

You're useless. 

Stop your snivelling. 

I’m giving you what you want - on my terms. 

It’s so easy to make you all feel warm and fuzzy when | do 


the fake remorse. 

It’s so easy to make you believe me. 

Even the psychologist you dragged me to didn’t see me. 

It’s laughable. 

If | didn’t need your adoration like a drug I'd make you pay 
for putting me through this shit activity. 

Can't you just shut the fuck up. 

Build a bridge will you. 

Can you wind it up now. 

Are you finished? 

Can we have sex now? 

| need sex to wipe the shit away. 

Sex. 

Make up sex with a stupid bitch like you who thinks I’m full 
of remorse is like sipping from the fountain of youth; makes 
me so hard. 

C’mon. 

| need to fuck something. 


The Legal Professions 
Dirty Secret 


June 2010 

Her Story... 

Reading the email and having my world collapse from under 
me was the most gut wrenching experience I’ve ever had. 

We were 8 days from our month long honeymoon overseas, 
a trip | had been excitedly planning for 6 months. | felt horrid 
and didn’t know how | was going to manage being the happy 
newlywed after having this dumped on me. 

8 days! | think | spent those 8 days in abject misery howling 
at the moon inside as | tried to show a brave face to the 
world. 

| couldn’t talk to anyone because no one believed me. At 
times | broke down at work, and those were hard days. 

| remember leaning against the windows in your office 
wishing the glass would just melt and | could fall to the street 
below and end my pain. It was then that | reached out for help 
from a professional. 


I’ll never forget her words to me ‘if it walks like a duck, 
sounds like a duck, looks like a duck, then it probably is a 
duck!’ 

| needed to hear that even if | wasn’t able to do anything 
with it at the time. 
This psychologist gave me strategies to use to allow me to 
talk about the inconsistencies | found in my husbands story, 
and | used them to help me put the information in front of 
him. 

Despite this, my husband was still in denial and just kept 
lying to me to save himself from what he saw as a no-win 
situation. Damned if he did admit, damned if he didn’t. 

| only challenged my husband once about this and it was 
over his phone records. To me, the time when he was out with 
a fellow solicitor on that fateful Friday, didn’t ring true from 
the phone records, so | found the courage to say to my 
husband ‘this looks like a date from the pattern of calls/texts 
to this one number’. 

His response was simply ‘I know how it looks, but trust me, | 
don’t know how my phone was in those locations.’ 

You have to trust me, | wouldn’t do anything to hurt you. 

You have to trust me; my recovery means more to me than 
doing that to you. 

How naive | was to take this at face value. 

You were, and still are, the asshole who was able to look me 
in the eye and do what you do best; lie without a shred of 
guilt. 

You are a family law barrister meant to be held to a higher 
standard than the mere mortal lay people that surround you, 
the ‘punters’ who have no idea how dirty you are. 

You’re part of a profession that still doesn’t have any 
prohibition on you having sex with a client, and that gives you 
an ‘out’. 

You’re part of a profession that hides dirty 
practitioners behind closed doors because everyone is 
afraid of being seen as a dobber. We can’t have that, 
can we? Lawyers have a code of honour and integrity 
after all. 

The casual way you spoke about me in those text messages 
you sent HER. The way you threw away everything sacred to 
us was a heartbreaker. 

Thought of you a lot today: lots of pleasure and no guilt. 

Loved our night. Loved what we did. Love what we'll do in 
the future. 


And you looked it!! Seldom seen anything so stimulating in 
real life. 

Work is shagging me more thoroughly than my woman can 
at the moment. 

| knew that every word in those text messages came from 
you. 

| knew. 

| saw it. 

Yet | didn’t see it. 

| didn’t see you as | should have. 

| was blind. 

| loved you. 

| wanted you to be the man | married, not the lying piece of 
shit before me. 

| desperately tried to prove her wrong; prove you right. 

But | couldn’t. 

Everything | saw confirmed her truth, not yours. 

You were the powerful barrister, the powerful man who’d 
chosen me, the quiet church mouse woman. 

| loved you. | really did. 

You just outright lied to me and | sucked it up like the 
poison it was and let it permeate every cell of my body. 

| had to go blind in order to stay. 

| didn’t want to lose you. 

| never forgot though. 

| kept looking, hunting, chasing it down. 

You taught me the art of hunting evidence. 

You forced me to go underneath and burrow in the dark. 

You forced me build a brief so strong it would withstand 
anything. 

It took nearly two years before | felt safe enough with the 
evidence | had. 

| even spoke to her. 

| put out digital breadcrumbs to attract her attention. 

It worked. 

| got you. 

| laid the trap. 

I’m good at what | do. 

You trained me well; | upskilled what | already had to catch 
you. 

You thought I'd forgotten. 

You called me jealous, possessive, a shrew, worse than your 
abusive ex-wife number 2! 

You make me feel like shit because you couldn’t stand to be 


questioned. You did everything you could to twist my 
memories, make me crazy. You did so much harm. 

| hated and loved you. 

| loathed your touch yet still desired you. 

You wounded me in ways I’m still trying to recover from. 
You are cruel and callous. 
No empathy. 

Not a shred of empathy exists in your hollow shell of a 
body. You care for no one but yourself. 

You labelled and humiliated me. 

You did everything you could to paint me as the aggressor. 
I’m too suspicious. 

I’m too controlling. 

I’m too jealous. 

I’m too whatever the fuck you decided | was in any given 
moment. 

Well fuck you. 

You created me. 

It was you who forced me to investigate you until there was 
nothing left to find. 

It was you who kept me on eggshells, never knowing if you 
were telling the truth or not. 

It was you who turned everything into a lie. 

It was you reliving your childhood patterns of don’t tell, 
don’t admit, don’t ever tell the truth. 

It was never me. 

It was never my fault. 

It was never me who should have carried the blame. 

That was on you. 

All of it is yours. 

You create this poison. 

You create the hurt, the pain, the damage. 

You revel in it. 

You love that we hurt, that we just want you to be the 
person we fell in love with. 

You love hurting us. 

You love being cruel. 

You love unleashing the raging monster to keep us in check. 

You do it all because it’s all you know how to do. 

It’s all you are. 

It’s all there is. 

It’s that simple. 

You do it because you can, because it’s always worked in 
the past, and you'll never get caught or seen. 


You do it because you can. 


What if... 


What if dreams came true and the creature we envisioned 
was within reach? 

Would you reach for it, hold it, treasure it, tease it, bite it, 
stoke the living fuck out of it until it growled in delight and 
scorched the very essence of your being into a million shards 
of exquisite bliss? 

Would your skin shiver in anticipation 

Perhaps your heart would race 

Pulse quickening 

What if wicked things were whispered 

Would you do this, or that... 

Or maybe you’d whisper those wicked things 

Leaving me breathless 

My heart racing 

My skin electrified 

My eyes glittering 

Hooded 

Beckoning 

Inviting 

Would you take the invitation 

Would you dare to take the leap 

The unknown 

Seductive 

Sensual 

Bruises 

Marks 

Playful at first 

Testing 

A dance of desire with a lovers deft lead 

Held safe 

Moving in sync 

The hunger that gains urgency 

Would you feed the wildcat 

Are you willing to hunt the cat 

What would you do if a cat was in reach 

This cat 

This kitten 


Is it yours 
What is it you seek 
What if... 


The predictabilty of a 
discarded, covert 
narcissistic, entitled, 
abusive asshole 


On the 16th of May 2019 | changed the locks on my house, 
and office, so someone, let’s call him ‘the asshole’ couldn’t 
just waltz in after months of open abuse and violence directed 
at me after years of it being part of a deadly gaslighting 
campaign. 

The asshole decides to get himself an interim family 
violence order against me that same month. Wonderful. 

The police couldn’t get one to protect me, but he just 
waltzes into court, throws on his Harry Potter cloak of 
professional privilege, and walks out with an order. 

It’s July before I’m recognised as a victim of his application, 
and the court staff move heaven and earth to protect me with 
an FVIO, which the asshole agrees to being final last August. 
Yay. 

In October the asshole uses the courts to force me out of 
my home, leaving me homeless and destitute. Ugh. 

The police offer him in October access to the office after 
he’s come around with a removalist’s truck to try and clean 
me out. Fucking scary. 

Today, 8 days before a trial, he manipulates the owner of 
the commercial property into trying to get permission to enter 
the office. Idiot. 

The asshole cannot bring himself to politely request 
permission through his lapdog lawyers to collect his personal 
and business items from the office. Ho hum, so predictable. 

He thinks he can bypass the orders that prohibit him from 
attending the office if he sneaks around. He thinks he’s so 


clever, but he’s not. So fucking predictable. 

It’s been 14 months and not once has the asshole made any 
polite request of me to do anything. He’s not once asked if he 
can get his things. Not once. He’s sent lots of nasty, 
threatening emails, but not once has he asked me anything, 
only demanded. Douchebag. 

This Kitten knows the predictability of this asshole and 
predicts he won't be able to bring himself to suck up the fact 
that | discarded him when | finally found the courage to stand 
up to his gaslighting and other abusive tactics, and do the 
adult thing and ask me properly, like a normal adult with any 
shred of integrity, would do. 

He’s allowed to communicate with me through an 
INDEPENDENT lawyer. He just won’t. He can’t. 

So now | just sit back, with my popcorn, and watch this play 
out like a train wreck in slow motion, knowing how it will end. 


Two sick kitties 


April 2020 

Today this Kitten had a Covid test and is in iso until the 
results come back...most likely negative, but best to be safe is 
my motto. 

And then there’s my gorgeous Master Pud, who after what 
seemed like a good response to treatment, went downhill and 
had to visit our favourite Vet, Andrew. 

Now I.m no vet, dr, or lawyer, but I’ve got lots of experience 
in lots of things, and we’d had a dog, our beautiful standard 
poodle, diagnosed with a food allergy for nearly two years 
instead of ringworm, and it eventually killed him because his 
entire immune system had been decimated for years with the 
fungal disease left untreated by previous vets. He couldn’t 
fight off the systemic infections that kept reoccurring, which 
eventually led to my decision, with the support of Andrew, 
who was my new vet, to euthanise my poor sick and suffering 
boy last year. 

So I’m really aware of how fungal infections react to 
cortisone, and along with his nose, Andrew originally thought 
he had developed age related asthma, which would respond 
to cortisone. Three weeks ago Master Pud had a shot of 
cortisone and was given some cream for his nose. 

A follow up visit a week ago showed easier breathing, and 


his nose looked like it was clearing up. Thumbs up [J 
But over the weekend our health declined. Master Puds 
nose bloomed bigger, and he really started to wheeze, 
sometimes struggling to breath, and Sunday saw me develop 
a temperature, start to cough, a sore throat, and I’ve been a 
bit achy, headache, and so very tired. Hence the Covid test. 

So there we were, me in iso not allowed to leave the car, 
and the cat lolling around the front seat feeling safe because 
Mum was there. I'd already told Andrew | was being tested for 
Covid, so to keep everyone safe we arranged that | would ring 
the clinic and someone would come out to collect Pud and 
take him inside for his appointment. 

| timed the Covid test and his vet visit deliberately. 

Pud was deteriorating, and if | did test positive then I’d not 
be allowed to leave my house for weeks. | left the test site, 
did a hands free no contact with a human run through 
Macca’s, and went straight to the vets where we waited in the 
car, engine rumbling to keep my boy warm as toast and keep 
us in iso in my car. 

I’m not stupid. | knew | wasn’t allowed to get out of my car 
and had to go straight home. | was able to keep to that, and | 
made sure | used lots of sanitiser, didn’t touch anyone, and 
wore a Scarf over my mouth. 

Master Pud and | were a good hour and a half early, so | let 
him out so he could be with me, see me, know he was safe, 
because he loathes being out in a cat crate. But this time after 
a poke around he went back in his own and promptly fell 
asleep, as he’s been doing for weeks now...sleeping. 

The lovely vet nurse came out and collected Master Pud, 
taking the notes I’d written for Andrew. She’d said that 
Andrew would call me to discuss the consult. Instead, Andrew 
came out in person, keeping to social distancing guidelines. 

He was worried. The stuff on his nose that looked like it was 
clearing a week ago had progressed. He still wasn’t sure what 
it was, but in my notes I’d asked him to check out Puds 
mouth, and he told me his mouth was fine, but the stuff on his 
nose seemed to be on his lips and chin now, which worried 
him. 

We discussed the cortisone treatment for the cough, and 
theorised that maybe if his nose was fungal that the injection 
and cream had exacerbated everything, leading to the spread 
Andrew was seeing. 

This time we decided it was time to do an x-Ray to see what 
was happening in his lungs. Usually you’d need to sedate a 


cat to get an x-ray, but he’s a chill dude is Master Pud, and no 
sedation was necessary. 

The look on Andrews face as he came out to the car to talk 
about the results of the x-Ray spoke volumes. 

There’s a big splotchy patch in his lungs. | thinks it’s fungal 
inflammation, he says. He shows me the film on his phone. 
Sure enough, there’s a big milky, splotchy cloud on the lungs 
of my poor boy. 

This is when the discussion turned concrete. I’m a person 
who prefers to know now, test now, get answers as quickly as 
possible, instead of trying this or that treatment in the hopes 
it will work. Biopsy is what | wanted. Certainty as quickly as 
possible. If it’s fungal we hit it hard and it’ll be at least a six 
month course of treatment. If it’s cancer, or a mix of things, 
the biopsy will tell us. 

My Master Pud, my Mums boy, the tiny Bub | rescued, along 
with all his litter, well before their eyes were opened. He’s 
travelled everywhere with me. He came to the bank in 2009 
when the house settled. He will continue to be with me. We 
are fighters. He’s my main squeeze, the guy who stands on 
my chest and demands cuddles, demands my affection. He is 
my Master, and | the slave. 

Knowing | was in iso, Andrew told me not to worry about 
any boarding fees and that he’d look after my boy until | got 
the all clear to leave the house. 

Tomorrow Master Pud has surgery to take a biopsy so we 
know what we’re dealing with...cancer or a fungus. 


Whack whack splatt 
double tap! 


Oh how | wish a certain head was on the monsters I’ve been 
slaying as | meander my way through the rich and beautifully 
imagined world of Horizon Zero Dawn. 

| last played a shoot em up game on Windows 3.1 called 
Wolfenstein. 

I've played Second Life and let me tell you that online 
relationships hurt just as much as real life. 

One of the things I’ve never done is play games from a 


console. 

That all changed with Covid. 

| bought myself a new PlayStation and Xbox and | decided 
I'd step out of my comfort zone and see whether I'd like it or 
not. | do know that I’m not addicted to gaming, but | do so 
understand the escapist nature of it. 

So I’ve played a few games, nothing much, nothing that 
gives me the sense of escapism. 

And then yesterday | loaded up Horizon Zero Dawn and my 
escapism window lit up and | was hooked. 

Choosing the easiest, least killing option, | opted for the 
narrative, the character building story of this constructed 
world, and it soothed the anxiety I’d been afflicted with all 
day. I’d already calmed down by this stage, but stepping into 
the game, learning how to play it, gave me something else to 
focus on for a while. 

| understand addictions, and | know how this could become 
so easily the kind of escapism I'd crave, if | let it. 

But holy fuck, for a few hours | got to be a heroine, a slayer 
of beasts, a weirder of weapons, and | fucking went badass on 
every monster that crossed my path like | was some ninja 
warrior...and fuck did it feel good. 

| know, it’s just a game Kitty, but let me tell you that 
watching this character go badass apeshit on the monsters 
and seeing them go down under her relentless assaults made 
this Kitties heart feel good. And it was good to beat the living 
shit out of something, even if it is just pixels on a tv screen. | 
needed the release of the tension I’m carrying because I’m 
weighed down by ptsd and the trauma, and | just want to let it 
out. 

Whack whack splatt double tap...the double tap is to make 
sure the zombie stays dead, from the movie Zombieland. And 
by the way, if you haven’t seen it, highly recommend it. Funny 
as fuck, and easy to watch. 

The small things keep me grounded. A friend who 
understands | need to cry and doesn’t tell me I’m strong and 
I'll get through this. Who then cheered me on as | told him | 
was slaying monsters. 

In my mind | know it’s just on a screen, but in my heart I’m 
pounding into the ground the monster | once loved, and it 
feels fucking good. 


Nothing can fill the void if 
your heart and mind are 
lacking capacity 


We are all chasing something; that elusive thing we 
knowingly, or unknowingly, crave deep inside us - where our 
inner world exists, more often than not as a void that yearns 
to feel something, have something, and be something to 
another. 

We chase the next shiny thing. 

The next interesting person. 

The next OMG | am so in love with you and want to have 
<insert whatever you want to here: babies, white picket 
fence, hot sex every day for the rest of our lives, happily ever 
after, blah blah blah> 

The next sensation, moment, like an adrenaline junkie that 
can never be satisfied. 


Today | cried... 


My beautiful dog has been looked after by a friend since | 
had to go into self isolation on March 23rd. 

Things have happened in my life, and it wasn’t safe for her 
to come back. 

I’m in my own place again, and I’ve been holding onto the 
dream of having her back living with me. 

And then my friend texts me to find out how I’m doing, 
reassuring me that my dog always has a home with them, and 
asking me, without any pressure, what I'd like to do. 

And that’s my tipping point into sadness, grief and loss so 
powerful | don’t even realise what’s happening until | find 
myself sobbing as | watch something on tv that has drawn up 
the pain I’m feeling at the realisation that | probably can’t 
have my beautiful Miss Milly living with me here. 

I’m avoiding responding to my friend, knowing that | have 
to make a decision that will break my heart, but will be in her 


best interests. 

I’m stuck in my cave, where | go to process, lick wounds, 
recover, regroup, and | don’t really want to come out, even 
though | can pretend to the world that there’s nothing to see 
here, Kitty is all good, she laughs, enjoys a joke, even as she 
is crying inside. 

It’s ok to shed tears, to feel this grief, acknowledge the 
pain. 

It’s another loss the situation with my ex has created, that | 
have to work through. 

| will miss those beautiful eyes, her loyalty, her head on my 
knee begging for one more pat, one more throw of the chew 
toy, one more head bump with her kitties, and I'll miss her 
sleeping beside my bed safe in our home together, which 
won’t happen anymore. 

I’m lost tonight, feeling the grief wash through me, allowing 
it to be there so | can touch it, taste it, feel it, acknowledging 
and accepting it as a part of my future moving forward now. 

Maybe it won’t end up this way, but right now | don’t see 
other options, and I’m ok crying. 


She's strong, but... 


She’s strong, but there are days when she struggles. 

She’s strong, inside and out, and you’d never know the pain 
she’s in, but it’s there, lurking, like a beast stalking it’s prey, 
waiting for that first sign of vulnerability to show. 

She’s strong; fuck, with her life she’d have to be a fighter, a 
survivor, a woman who walks through her shit until she’s on 
the other side where she can shake it off. 

She’s strong, but fragile, and people mistake her fragility for 
weakness. 

She’s strong, but sometimes she’s not, and her strength is 
in knowing that it’s ok to not be strong all the time. 

She’s strong; made of steel, woven with Kevlar, threaded 
with silk, wrapped in her superwoman cloak that lets her leap, 
bound, and deal with the beasts arrayed within and without 
her, baring their teeth, ready to tear her down if she falters. 

She’s strong, her determination and resolution shining 
bright as she forges ahead in her quest to challenge the 
demons that try to bring her down. 


She’s strong, forged in the fire of trauma, shaped by the 
hammer of life into a tool of reckoning, truth, and 
accountability, her edge shaped on the sharpening stone of 
pain into a weapon of power she wields with deliberateness 
and decisiveness, never faltering from her path despite the 
obstacles. 

She’s strong, yet her body fails her at times, leaving her 
vulnerable and exposed. 

She’s_ strong, but sometimes she cries; her despair 
overwhelming, her tears needing to be shed for the child 
inside who couldn’t be strong, who hid to survive, getting lost 
along the way. 

She’s strong, but grieves for the childhood she lost, the 
innocence lost so long ago. 

She’s strong, but some days the tears fall, and the sky is 
grey no matter how strong the sun shines on her skin. 

She’s strong, capable, resilient, intelligent, smart, funny, 
loving, sexy, gorgeous, kind, generous, wise, noble, serene, 
quiet, mild, angry, hurt, despairing, emotional, raging, 
tolerant, fighting, contradictory, frustrated, sad, light, dark, 
wild, wanton, shy, reserved, introverted, extroverted, sexual, 
hungry, sleepy, alert, all at the same time, a juggling act she 
delivers every day, balancing all of her powers to keep 
balance. 

She’s strong. 

She’s strong; not because of her strength, but because she 
knows her weaknesses, her vulnerability, her fragilities, and 
accepts all of it instead of shutting it down, locking it away, 
hiding from who she is. 

She’s strong because she accepts all of her, not just the 
parts that others like, the parts that make her acceptable as a 
friend, lover, colleague, partner. She is complex, she is aware, 
she is reflective and able to look inside and not shy away from 
the darkness inside. 

She’s fucking strong even on the days when all she wants 
to do is cry, be held, and yet knows she has only herself to 
lean on. 

That’s her strength. Her willingness to let the darkness have 
its time in the light without needing to shut it back into its 
box. Her darkness is part of her lightness, and each gives her 
the balance she needs. 

She might swing more to the dark one day than the light, 
but she knows that it’s a necessary part of being a balanced, 
whole, emotionally rich woman with a life full of both dark and 


light. 

Her strength is limitless. 

Her dark days are not weakness, but a core part of her 
strength. 

Today tears will be shed. 

She will lean on someone, draw strength from the 
connection, continue on her journey. 

She’s strong, even as her tears are shed, she knows her 
strengths. 

She’s strong, and her strength is drawn from the trails the 
tears leave on her skin, the glistening in her eyes, the pain in 
her heart, the very cells, muscles, and fibre of her being that 
hold the memories she cannot recall and does not need 
anymore. 

She’s strong enough to forgive, to let go, to step forward on 
a new journey. 

Her story is not over, her strength still building. 


| Give to Thee 


Do not demand 

Do not insist 

Do not manipulate, cajole, coerce 

Do not pout 

Do not treat me like a failed sub 

Do not break my spirit, or demand of me more than | am 
willing to do 

Do not push 

Nor intrude, unsettling. 

To have me requires effort. 

To have me takes patience. 

To have me in that bubble of safety; your goal. 

To have me give, now that’s a thing. 

To have me, see me, taste me, feel me, sense me...a gift. 

When you give me trust, | give all to thee. 

When you give me safety, | give all to thee. 

When you give, you get. 

| give to thee my surrender, a gift to cherish. 

| give to thee the hunt, the chase, the catch. 

| give to thee that which is precious; the caught, the willing 
surrender, never submission. 


Sometimes Even Wonder 
Woman has to wear her 
undies on the outside, 
just like Superman... 


This woman is unleashing her inner Wonder Woman and 
bringing out the sparkly undies to help her leap over the 
quicksand beneath her feet and find stable ground amongst 
the rubble of her life. 

Plus, she's gonna take every goddamn piece of evidence to 
the relevant authorities and camp in their office while she 
does her thing and build the roadmap to the prosecution... 

It's a good thing this woman is a fucking squirrel, cause 
damn, when she says she has the evidence she always does... 


Fred Rogers and 
Forgiveness 


February 8, 2020 

Today | went to the local cinema and watched the movie 
about Fred Rogers 'A Beautiful Day in the Neighbourhood". 

| went in expecting a typical feel good Tom Hanks movie, 
and came out having a heart changing experience. 

In my personal life | have had to learn how to transform 
anger and rage into grace, acceptance, and _ ultimately 
forgiveness. | have learned that acceptance, gratitude and 
compassion are the real rudders of a balanced life, without 
which | am tossed like so much flotsam on the wild seas of my 
emotions. 

This past year has pulled me into a nightmare storm of 
anger and rage, and overwhelming helplessness at the 


viciousness of the attacks perpetrated on me by those who 
professed to love me. 

My ability to hold a balanced approach has been sorely 
tested, and | have succumbed to the rage inside me and let it 
have full reign. 

Now the time has come to return to the balance of my life, 
and to pull back on the reigns and allow the pace to slow 
down, giving myself permission again to feel the love within 
me, and the grace, gratitude, acceptance and compassion 
that are my normal states. 

Forgiveness isn't about forgetting, letting go, ignoring, or 
giving up. It's not about letting others off the hook of the 
consequences well deserved, but for me it is about letting go 
of the rage and anger and letting the light back into my life. 

This movie brought me to tears and has deeply affected 
me. 

It has brought me back to balance. 

It'll take time, but | am the only one that can bring balance 
back to my life and | intend to do that. 


Flight, fight, and the 
adrenaline crash 


Today | had to call the police when my ex tried to break into 
my house. He arrived with a furniture truck, two burly mates, 
and expected to clean me out. 

They tried their best to get in, and fuck was | scared, but 
finally this man let himself be seen for the monster he is 
behind the humble, noble, and oh so honourable facade he 
presents to the world. 

The police saw him and they didn't like what they saw. 

Finally, a small victory in a sea of dreadful pain and loss as 
this man takes everything he can from me. 

| shall not be beaten down, but it's a fucking hard road to 
keep walking. 

It's taken hours for my body to settle and stop shaking. 

I'm calmer, safe with a friend, and able to reflect and 
journal what happened today and fuck am | angry with the 
people who have allowed this to happen to me. 


Oct 19, 2019 


Relationships and grief 


My life at the moment is like a toilet bowl. Some days the 
water is still, some days it's a swirling shit storm and I'm 
swept up in it all. 

You can be isolated and alone even if you've got people in 
your life. 

This week | had some heartbreaking decisions to make, and 
while | felt powerful in the moment, and for a day or two 
afterwards, the grief and loss | feel has come crashing down in 
waves so strong | felt as if | was drowning, barely able to 
breathe. 

It was lucky | had a friend to facebook chat to about it; 
about the darkness | felt | was finally succumbing to, but as 
always, | managed to calm myself, grounding myself as | 
spoke the words, even if they were just words on a keyboard. 

There's the grief of the current relationship that has been 
the worst pain I've ever experienced, ripping my heart out 
and making me doubt who | am, and who | was. Was it real? 
Was it all just a lie? Was | really just a thing to discard so 
easily? Apparently | am, and | was. 

Decisions had to be made, and I've made them and started 
a process | can't unwind. 

And in amongst all of this | spoke to my first husband; the 
man who has always remained my best friend, and most loyal 
of men in my life. | never want to be married to him again, but 
we shared so much and had such a bond that even divorce 
can't break it. 

| rang to ask him if he'd support me in something relating to 
my current ex, and he said yes right off the bat; no hesitation, 
just up front willingness. 

And then | asked him how he was, and as he's doing the 
usual brushing off of everything, making light of what he's 
going through, his mortality stares at me through the phone 
and my heart slows as | hear the words he doesn't say. 

Yesterday | slipped into a bad state, one that saw me Spiral 
into darkness so deep | didn't know if | could recover. This 
morning | awoke and studied the rafters in my unfinished 


house assessing them for weight bearing capacity. | was so 
fragile, hurting and out of my mind with pain and grief. 

Yet | still managed to do the necessary things. | called and 
spoke to people. | reached out, | talked, | cried, | wrote, and | 
made sure | took care of me. 

| know I'm having a double whammy grief response -- losing 
my home, and the possibility of losing my best friend was all 
too much for me and | lost, for a time, that ability to keep 
going and keep putting one foot in front of the other each 


day. 
It scared the shit out of me and made me do more. 
Grief -- | didn't even realise it until tonight as | sat and 


talked with a friend who shares a similar journey to mine. We 
talk openly and honestly with each other, as only good friends 
can...the kind who know what it's like to live with the suicidal 
thoughts, the darkness, the hidden core we rarely show the 
outside world. 

It was talking to him that made it crystallised for me. 

Grief. I'm fucking grieving the loss of self, the loss of what | 
thought | had, the loss of a future | can't keep anymore, and 
the loss of the only person who's been a constant in my life 
since | was 21. 

I'm fucking grieving and that's ok. 

It's absolutely normal, and I'm ok. 

But fuck it's a dark place when all | want to do is not wake 
up. 
Yet here | am, writing, sharing, and alive another day to 
continue the journey and the story tomorrow. 

For |am asemi-colon and my story is not finished yet. 


Sep 20, 2019 


And just like that... 


Another kick to the guts, a hit to the heart, and my floor 
opens up and I'm sucked into the swirling vortex of the lies 
being spun to protect and cover up. 

| shake with rage; | scream at those who had the 
responsibility and dropped the ball so badly. Incandescent | 
flame hot and leave a mark that will burn and sear. And then | 
calm down and navigate the next move in this fucking 


strategic game we must play. 

It's always a mistake to play with the fire of someone who 
keeps every piece of evidence. 

They don't call me a fucking squirrel for nothing. 


Sep 13, 2019 


Looking fear in the face 
and meeting its eyes; 
eyes that are mine, with 
unshed tears glistening 
as the light touches them 


Fear 

| am a survivor of childhood sexual abuse, and so much 
more. 

Actually, | am a post-survivor. Not a victim; a woman who 
has layers to her that have become just a part of her 
narrative. 

| write now to remember, and | talk to remember. It wasn’t 
always so. | used to pack away pain, stuffing it down so tightly 
that it’s only outlet was through suicide attempts, of which 
there are many, with my first as a young child. Depression 
was my constant companion, my handholder, tormentor, and 
cloak of invisibility. 

| wrote this around 2012, and it is just as powerful now as it 
was back then. 

Without looking backwards, we cannot move forward. 

Our past informs our today, and our tomorrows, and if we 
don’t do the hard work of dealing with our past, then it will 
always sit in the dark festering, waiting to come rushing up 
and overwhelming whatever stability we may have built. 

Fear 

Deeply traumatised as a child, | now live with dissociative 
amnesia and structural dissociation. 


My mind fractured to protect me, yet fear bubbles up 
constantly and | am learning to let it have its way and allow 
the bubbles to burst as tears; tears to heal my heart and 
mind. Each tear erodes a little more of the walls around my 
pain and lets in just the smallest fraction of sunlight, enough 
to encourage growth of my spirit, where self awareness and 
self love take root. 

| have so many layers of pain it’s hard to know where to 
start peeling away, yet each day | am gifted with the 
knowledge that | don’t have to do it today. 

With grace and compassion for myself | am allowing this 
pain to work its way through me, allowing it to flower so that | 
can appreciate it’s beauty, for pain has a beauty all its own, a 
beauty born of opportunity and potential - | cherish pain as a 
tool for growth. 

| live each day in a state of gratitude for this pain, and for 
the things | have learned along the way as | work through it. 

Without pain | would not know how to let go, or how to step 
through the quicksand of feelings that become rampant 
around pain. Without pain | wouldn’t know that there is a flip 
side - growth and awareness. 

Tears are cleansing. | am learning to cry and let the feelings 
flow through me, rather than detaching and suppressing. 

Today | allowed those tears to come as | felt my friend, 
pain, knocking at my soul, and | let it in and gave it space to 
do what is needed - feel it, acknowledge it, let it wash through 
me and through the tears, heal me. 

| am grateful for those tears now, for they mean | am 
healing, not hiding, and for too long | learnt to be invisible and 
hide my feelings - but no longer am | afraid to show what is in 
my heart. 

| am learning to be visible and reclaim my voice - a voice 
long suppressed for fear of what others thought and fear of 
who | might offend. 

Today |am me. 

Not fully formed yet, but getting there. A journey, a process, 
a work in progress. 

| used to be afraid of pain, and | retreated from it into deep, 
dark, depression. Now | know that there is peace in feeling the 
pain, and understanding that give me great comfort. 


Sep 11, 2019 


When we don’t even 
know we've lost our 
power... 


Coercive Controlling Behaviour - Unseen’ and 
Misunderstood Family Violence 

| wrote this article over five years ago when | was heavily 
involved in a case that ran from 2009 until 2014, with three 
final trials. It was my penultimate initiation into the legal 
nightmare of victims who don’t have bruises, or broken and 
bloodied bodies to show as evidence of what they’ve lived 
with and the consequences and long term emotional damage. 

| coined the term for the work | did with this type of case, 
and the ones I’d go on to assist in, as catching them before 
they became FARQUHARSON’s, and you'll understand why 
when you learn that the father in this case sent a picture of 
one of their children to the mother, with the child just 
standing in an empty field, with the words wish you were here 
or suchlike, written in the card the father sent to the mother 
with the photo inserted inside. Does your skin crawl when | 
tell you that the mother knew the location of the field, and 
that there was a dam just a few feet away outside the pictures 
frame? 

Farquharson-The ultimate act of control 

Yeah. | helped catch some pre-farquharson’s before they 
did the horrendous, like drown their kids, or throw them off 
the Westgate Bridge. 

| had dinner one night with the Judge involved in that sad 
case and it damaged him forever. The sadness in his face, and 
the despair he felt was palpable. 

Girl Thrown off Westgate Bridge by her Father 

Like | said, | wrote this over five years ago, partly reflecting 
on a prior relationship I'd been involved in, never once 
thinking I’d be a victim again. And yet, here | am, five years 
down the track, finally seeing the fruits of my own blindness 
to the coercion and control I’d been steeped in, as | work 
through the many layers of the behaviours | took on in order 
to survive. 

This can happen to anyone. Your social status, financial 
position, gender, location, country, the type of work you do, 


your level of education, how smart you are....none of it makes 
a goddamn difference to your abuser. 

Anyone can be caught or trapped, and anyone can find 
themselves in a situation they would normally run a mile 
from, if properly groomed and conditioned. 

We'd like to think we are strong enough to not get sucked 
in, but this kind of abuse is so subtle. Like the frog in a pan of 
cold water, we swim around never noticing the ongoing 
microscopic climate change happening right under our noses. 
We're cooked before we even realise we’re cooked. 

Fuck! 

Coercive controlling behaviour is an insidious form of 
abuse that is widely misunderstood. 

It looks harmless, and taken in isolation is seemingly 
innocuous. 

This behaviour is not limited to the knife wielding maniac in 
the horror movie out to destroy his/her family, but can be 
your neighbour, partner, friend or even therapist. 

I've just sat through 13 days of this being played out in 
court by a guy who never laid a hand on his wife, but was 
driven crazy by his constant mind games. 

Coercive control isn't necessarily about physical violence 
and can be subtle, insidious and seemingly "ok". 

Taken in isolation each act can be viewed as minor and of 
no real consequence, but it is cumulative, and takes it's toll on 
a persons self esteem, their self worth and can make a person 
feel as if it's all their fault and in their head. 

They feel crazy, their situation doesn't make sense, they 
feel guilt because they must be the one at fault, because their 
partner tells them they are the crazy one. 

It's the subtle put downs interspersed with the "I love you 
no matter what" that send people crazy. 

Did | just imagine that? 

Did they just mean what they said? 

Why did they react so angrily to my question? 

Why do | feel at fault for their behaviour? 

Why do | feel as if | must apologise for everything? 

Why am | always feeling as if I'm walking on eggshells 
around this person? 

Why do | feel uncomfortable around them now? 

Why do | distrust myself? 

Why do their jokes feel so hurtful? 

They just keep pushing my buttons. 

They fly off the handle and get offended if | say anything. 


| get accused of the things they are actually doing. 

Why do | feel so bad in this relationship when he/she says 
they love me/are my friend? 

Why do | feel so bad while they continue to go on and keep 
doing the same stuff that makes me feel crazy? 

| don't feel safe saying what | really think. 

| have to suppress the real me or my partner/friend gets 
angry/upset. 

| have to modify how | behave in order to be in the 
relationship. 

| feel shut down. 

| can't talk about it because others won't understand. 

The other person seems so reasonable to everyone else, 
and | feel like the bad person. 

| feel irrational, as if I'm going crazy. 

| have to give in or it's an impossible situation to be in. 

He/she gets offended when | say anything. 

| can't ask a question because they get offended, angry or 
fly off the handle. 

| can't be myself. 

My friend/partner/colleague has to have everything their 
way. 

| get the silent treatment if they don't get their way, so it's 
easier to give in. 

| feel as if my only choice is to do things their way; it's just 
too difficult to resist or stand my ground. 

They don't understand how | feel, no matter how often | 
explain it or how many ways | try. 

| feel as if I'm talking to a wall. 

| feel as if I'm bashing my head against a wall. 

| don't even try anymore, | just hope | can make it all ok. 

| should try harder to be a better partner/friend. 

If only | could be nicer or more understanding of my 
partner/friend/colleague. 

My partner/friend/colleague has had a difficult childhood/life 
and | must make allowances/excuses for their behaviour and 
understand them even more. 

| must be the understanding one in the relationship and 
bend over backwards to make it work at any cost to myself. 

It must be my fault, after all they tell me so it must be right. 

They seem so in control and | feel out of control. 

| don't understand why | feel so bad, they just love/like me, 
right? 

Why don't they understand what I'm saying? 


| feel as if I'm speaking a foreign language? 

They say and do things and then deny it and | feel batshit 
crazy when it happens. 

My mind feels as if it's being messed with all the time. 

They do things so | find the evidence, and then they tell me 
I'm exaggerating, or it isn't what my gut tells me. 

I'm constantly doubting myself because the other person 
seems so reasonable. 

Your world feels out of kilter because nothing makes sense. 

You can't trust your gut because everything is made your 
fault. 

Your words are twisted. 

You start to wonder if you are the intelligent and articulate 
person you used to be, and wonder where that person went. 

You give up family and friends to be with this person - 
isolating is part of the control. 

You defend the other person by taking on their views about 
who you are. 

If they loved/liked me, wouldn't they really stop doing what 
makes me feel uncomfortable? 

Are you confronted with hurtful comments in the guise of 
"just a joke" or "just saying"? 

Do you get criticised a lot in the guise of "honesty"? 

Are you feeling physical reactions to any of the above that 
happens in your relationship? 

Do you feel manipulated? 

Coercive controlling behaviour’ is __ insidious, 
cumulative and damaging, and we minimise it because 
we don't want to believe our friends and loved ones 
would behave like this towards us. 

We trust them and they kill us emotionally one small cut at 
a time. 

It took only a year for me to be cowering in a dark 
bathroom hoping to go unseen, doubting every word that 
came out of my mouth, and ending up in hospital with a panic 
attack at the thought of leaving, and | never had a hand laid 
on me; it was all words. 

We underestimate the impact of this kind of abuse and 
rarely understand it. The perpetrator is usually unable to 
change, and may have strong narcissistic tendencies. 

They generally act purposefully in the pursuit of their goals, 
riding roughshod over those who are impacted by their 
behaviour. 

They generally lack insight into the plight of their friends or 


loved ones and cannot grasp how damaging their behaviour 
is. 

They often use projection: "when | have something wrong in 
myself that | find hard to acknowledge, I'm likely to find it in 
someone else". 

At best, they are a nuisance, at worst they are a real threat 
to a persons emotional and physical well being on every level. 

These are just some of the feelings, thoughts, and 
behaviours that go on in a coercive and _ controlling 
relationship and are by no means exhaustive. | know | 
certainly experienced a lot of these and it was devastating. 5 
years later and I'm still recovering and having to work hard to 
keep my boundaries strong. 


And here | am, five years after writing this piece, having to 
go back and finally unpack the reasons why | submitted, 
stayed, and became trapped in this cycle of abuse. 

Finally I’m learning how to say no, have a voice, and step 
out of dangerous situations and environments I’d probably 
have stayed silent in before. 

I'm finally using my experiences to have a voice and 
empower others, a baby step at a time. 

| am looking back with eyes wide open this time, so that | 
keep them open as | move forward. 


Sep 8, 2019 


Why didn’t I leave or just 
Say no? 


Today I’ve been immersed in a hot button topic... 

Why didn’t | leave earlier, and; 
Why didn’t | just say no. 

Oh, don’t worry, these are questions I’ve been asking 
myself all year, as | work my way back to who | am, and who 
I’ve always wanted to be. 

It’s easy for people to ask these questions, and sometimes 
they are actually important things to ask. God knows I've 
asked friends and loved ones the same things, as | seek to 


understand the situation they found themselves in. My asking 
though, is never from a place of disbelief or judgement, and 
that’s the vital difference. When | ask, I’m deliberately doing 
it, to learn, and feel my way into their pain, so as to better 
appreciate what they experienced. 

The why didn’t | leave / say no issue is one most can’t begin 
to comprehend. 

You can’t begin to imagine a_ situation where you 
experience rape, or violence, and stay...to most people it’s a 
fucking great big RUN FOR THE HILLS red flag that they pay 
attention to. 

But oh no, not me, and the millions of other people like me, 
who can’t get get out or say no, for what will seem like the 
most bizarre reason imaginable. 

You see, we all know about flight, fight, and freeze as 
trauma responses, but | bet most have never heard of the 
submit, tend, and befriend model now, have you? 

My childhood was _ filled with violence, alcoholism, 
inappropriate sexual behaviours, and absolutely no 
boundaries. | watched the adults around me exhibit the most 
frightening of behaviours, with only the eyes of a child, seeing 
my mother constantly soothe, while being afraid. 

Great role modelling, hey? 

Is it any wonder that a child, growing into adulthood, 
doesn’t know how to protect themselves? 

You make assumptions about others based on our own 
experiences, and the judgments contained in the ‘why didn’t 
you’ questions make it impossible to be seen as the victims 
we truly are. 

If we are exposed to these kinds of behaviours in our 
developmental years, they become our normal, and our 
relationship guide. 

We can think it’s all we deserve. 

We might not recognise the cues and red flags as the alerts 
of danger that they are, and instead we find ourselves seeing 
them as signals and messages that we should in fact be trying 
harder to be better people. How fucked up is that? 

Take for instance, the time | was terrorised in the car by my 
ex husband so badly that when we got home a few hours 
later, | quietly packed a bag and ran for my life. 

You'd think I’d do the right thing and keep running, 
wouldn’t you? 

But no, | didn’t. 

| spent the weekend trying to figure out why | was a bolter, 


the person who was running from this man who loved me. 

| decided that | needed to return to face my fear of 
becoming a person who...get this...ran away from difficult 
situations! I’m ashamed to even write this, and I’m aware | 
sound like the kind of woman who keeps going back to her 
abusive husband time and time again. And you'd be right. 
Except | saw it as my problem...a problem within me to be 
worked on. We never ever talked about his rage. See what 
happened there? | submitted. | went back, | tended to the 
needs of my husband as a priority, and his apologies and 
soothing words became the intermittent reinforcement | clung 
to until this year. 

| submitted. 

God help me, | fucking submitted. 
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Again, and again, and again. 

That submission also included sexual. | kept calling it non- 
consensual sex, but the police broke that lovely construct I’d 
made to soften it all when they kept using the word rape. 

We dissociate, we submit, we do whatever we can to 
survive what is so bad that we can’t even see a way out. We 
are trapped in cages that have no bars, no walls, nothing. 

Our mind traps us. 

We are conditioned, groomed, and afraid. 

Like Snow White we don’t see the wickedness around us, 
and nor do we see the real danger. The poisoned apple is just 
an apple, and the seven dwarves are all cute and cuddly with 
behaviours that are perfectly acceptable. 

We dissociate so as to submit as well. 

Is it any wonder this Feral Primal Fairy doesn’t like to 
submit and won’t do anything other than informed consent. 

When you’ve had to realise that you thought your only 
value was sex, then there has to be a massive emotional and 
intellectual shift that happens if you’re going to find your way 
back to the light and your own inherent power. 

I’m so grateful to be where | am today, able to set healthy 
boundaries, able to say no, able to walk away from the kind of 
shit I’d have been caught by in the past. 

I’m not the same person as | was then, and I’m so glad of 
that. 

I'd run fast now and not look back. 

Sep 3, 2019 


I'm deliberately choosing 
power over secrets... 


| talk a lot about light and dark, balance, and how not 
addressing trauma, our past, and the overwhelming pain 
within, can often lead to the kind of festering toxicity that saw 
Captain William Bligh's crew mutiny; an act of desperation 
that under normal conditions might not have happened: 
[https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mutiny_on the Bounty] 

Such is the nature of painful and overwhelming emotions 
we can't deal with. 


We hide them, bury them in the woods at the back of our 
mind, doing a ritualistic finger crossing that they'll stay 
buried. In effect we are trying to manage the mutineers in our 
mind just as badly as William Bligh did all those years ago by 
ignoring them, pretending they'll just go away or 
behave. 

By not listening to our pain, our darkness, we allow it to 
grow and take root in the fertile ground we plough with all the 
tools we have at our disposal that allow this stuff to stay 
hidden. 

It's the same with secrets. 

We can feel ashamed of the things we have done, the lives 
we might have lead, and the fear of what might happen if it 
were discovered. 

One of the things | have learned as | navigate trauma 
recovery work for myself, and with my clients, is that secrets, 
shame, and hiding things away, is never going to help in the 
healing so necessary for mental health recovery and 
emotional sobriety. 

Yes, emotional sobriety. 

We think of sobriety in terms of alcoholism, addictions, 
without realising that emotional sobriety is also a thing. 

Emotional sobriety brings balance, self-awareness, and a 
level of contentment into our lives as we build boundaries, 
shed the darkness, and allow the light to shine within us. 

The more resilient we get emotionally, the stronger 
and more powerful we become as individuals. 

When we shine the light on the darkness within, exposing 
all of it, at a pace that works for each of us, we are on the 
most amazing journey - we empower ourselves. 

So what secret do you carry that should see the light of day, 
that should be let free so it never has a hold over you again? 

For me, | made the decision that | would release the last 
secret in my life. 

When you live with the consequences of childhood abuse, 
rape, sexual assaults, and other sexual trauma, everything 
seems to blur and it can take a long time to find your way 
back to who you are as a person, and as a sexual being. 

This has been an intensely healing year for me, and | am 
loving the journey back to who | am as a woman, a sexual 
being, and a lover of the primal energy that flows between 
two people so deeply and intimately connected. 

So my deep, dark secret? 

Oh yeah...! used to be a sex worker. 


| loved sex so much | loved being paid for it. 

| was well paid, my clientele loved me, and | had many 
Marriage proposals. 

Why was | popular? 

Because | listened, | gave intimacy, and | paid attention. 

At its very core, sex is about intimacy and our connection 
with another human being, and often the most lonely and 
vulnerable within our community are the ones who need to 
pay for the intimate connection they crave so desperately. 

It was never the sex - it was the ability to listen, make every 
person feel valued and connected for however long it was, 
and my innately gentle nature that enveloped the lonely and 
disconnected in a woman's embrace that even though paid 
for, never once made a man feel transactional. 

So there you have my deep, dark, secret. 

Not so dark now that it's out in the light, is it. 

You might read this and wonder what the fuck that was 
all about. 

Each of us carries something we might not have wanted to 
become public knowledge. 

This gives power to others, and disempowers us. 

I'm choosing to take back my power. 

| won't ever allow someone to know a part of my life and 
use it against me. 

No more secrets. 

| am choosing to live a congruent life of power and 
truth. 


Aug 29, 2019 


When life is not all as it 
seems 


About three years ago | thought | was suffering from social 
media fatigue. 

| was mentoring over a thousand mental health 
practitioners who were wanting to be in private practice, and | 
loved it. | loved it so much | wrote a book about how to go 
about it, and | coached my fellow colleagues into their 


dreams. 

| had a practice that was starting to grow, and | had a 
loving, Supportive, and caring husband; or so | thought. 

| should have seen the red flags, the inconsistencies, the 
deceit, the dishonesty, and the willingness to do and say 
anything to make me take the blame onboard. 

It was the name calling that started the gradual erosion of 
my sense of self, even as he built me up in other areas. | was 
the jealous woman; suspicious, jealous, neurotic and so on. All 
because he'd fucked a client and then lied to me for two years 
about it. 

Yeah...go figure that | became a textbook case of complex 
post traumatic stress as a result. 

But then | found the courage to confront, and forced a 
disclosure. 

He said and did all the right things, but when | look back, it 
was always just words, and the things he did were easy to do 
because they didn't actually require him to change - he just 
had to mouth the words he knew | needed to hear, and that 
I'd go along with the wonderful man who seemed to hold me 
in such love and empathy. After all, he got me, he understood 
the damage he did to me, he told me so many times how 
sorry he was. 

And yet, over the years | sent email after email, carefully 
crafted and worded so as not to enrage him, explaining why 
something he did made me afraid, or uncomfortable, or 
triggered me. So many god damn fucking emails unpacking 
my fucking feelings, opening up myself and exposing all of my 
vulnerabilities. 

And always the same _ responses...lots of empathetic 
language, lots of hugs, apologies, and understanding...until 
the next time, and the next, and the fucking next. 

And still | stayed because | loved him, and the charming, 
loving, kind and caring man | thought I'd married, who never 
said no to me, and who took me away on extravagant 
holidays, bought me the most amazing jewellery a woman 
could ever ask for, and treated me so well. But only so long as 
| was with him 24/7 supplying him with his fix of constant 
adoration and support, stroking his ego and making him feel 
loved and cherished. So long as that was on tap, it didn't 
matter that the sex was non-consensual, because he could 
cope with that little side issue. 

But then | stopped being around 24/7 and started to build 
my own life, independent of him. | started to focus on me and 


finally getting the treatment | needed to fully step into who | 
am as a person. 

That's when the shit started to happen, and my world 
contracted. 

Even as | was getting healthier and stronger, | was being 
sapped of the will to keep going. 

Even as | was being encouraged to reach for the stars, go 
back to uni, build my dreams...! was being gaslighted, 
manipulated, deceived and treated with undisguised 
contempt and disdain on a daily basis. Some days it'd be 
minor, some days it'd be so bad I'd wonder if | was going 
crazy. 

Slowly the passion drained out of me for the things I'd built 
up and spent so much time on. 

My life contracted to such a degree that | thought I'd 
developed social media fatigue. 

Instead, | was married to a man who used sex to manage 
his internal rage, and without me around on that 24/7 basis, 
he reverted back to the man he'd been so many years before 
me, except this time his abuse didn't leave visible bruises, 
only the invisible kind that no one sees. The scars were within 
me, not on me. The damage was internal, never external. | 
stopped living even as | externally carried on. 

Being married to a man with emotional dysregulation, who 
uses sex aS a way of coping with the rage he lives with, 
becomes an impossible situation to maintain, even more so if 
you've got no idea what is happening to you. 

People around us thought we were the perfect couple. 

| thought | had social media fatigue. Instead I'd started to 
fade and disappear. | began to retreat into myself as a way of 
protecting me. | had to live a lie and submit, even as | was 
screaming inside and trying to get help. 

Three fucking years | was the frog in the pot of water on the 
stove, slowly being boiled alive. 

Imagine discovering, in a loathsome letter your husband 
writes to you, that he fantasises about raping and murdering 
you, because he's got a viagra hard on he can't cope with...or 
he goes without sex for more than a day or two. This isn't a 
case of sexual deprivation spanning weeks at a time, this is 
brought on by THREE FUCKING DAYS WITHOUT SEX. For all 
these years, | was simply an ejaculatory vessel almost every 
day, without fail. Sometimes more depending on his mood. 

| didn't even understand how boiled | was until suddenly he 
wasn't in my life and | could begin to stabilise and turn the 


heat down, and then off. 

As the water cooled around me, | started to realise just how 
bad it had been, and how much I'd had to submit to in order 
to function. I'd suffered such severe reality fragmentation that 
the dissonance just became my normal. 

How fucked up is that? 

It's going to take me a long time to find my passion again, 
and the drive to immerse myself back into the things that 
gave my life such meaning. 

I've discovered a strength within me | didn't know | had. 

I've discovered a woman within who shouldn't even exist - 
she should be battered, bruised, and emotionally crippled, but 
she's not. 

She's a fucking wildcat who clawed her way out of the hole 
she'd been kicked into and has reignited a different passion 
within her...one that she'd had to shut down all these years. 

She is, and never was, broken by him. She was protected by 
all the amazing parts of her that have kept her alive through 
all the trauma in her life. 

She is strong, intelligent, resourceful, resilient, and above 
all, she's a fucking wonderful, kind, gentle and passionate 
woman who has retained her ability to love, hold others safe, 
keep an open heart, and not let this man destroy her capacity 
to enjoy life and the love and friendship of those around her. 

Despite everything, she is congruent, genuine, and a 
woman of great strength and gentleness. 

She is her own goddess, and will always walk tall regardless 
of what is happening around her. 

She might have felt broken, but she never was. She was 
just hiding until it was safe to come back out. 

Hello world, we are kitten, wildcat, and all of the amazing 
parts of this woman who won't ever stay silenced ever again. 

Words have power, and this woman uses words to record 
her journey so she never forgets where she has been, or how 
far she has come. 

She has to speak, talk, write, and remember. 

She has her power back - power in her voice as well as 
having her body back. 

This kitten is ready to purr. 


Jun 14, 2019 


Sex and intimacy should 
be erotic, loving, sensual 
and arousing... 


Sex and intimacy should not ever be used as a way of 
managing a persons anger and rage, hoping it'll be held 
behind the shallow and unsatisfactory veneer of passive 
aggression. 

When intimacy is used as a way of controlling another, by 
making them accountable for how you manage your own 
emotions, then that's an abusive, manipulative dynamic going 
on there. 

When your woman has to use sex to calm the raging beast 
within you, so that you become pliable and biddable, then 
that's just a weak assed excuse for someone who isn't 
prepared to manage and control their own emotions, 
responses, and reactions. 

Making the woman responsible for soothing the savage 
beast within you is like making the rape victim responsible for 
being attacked. 

It's a way of gaslighting, manipulating, and victim blaming. 
It's abuse. Full Stop. 

Sex between two people should never be forced, or done as 
an obligation, but too many times now | have come to realise 
that this is what happens. 

Sex and intimacy should be safe, consensual, and respectful 
of boundaries. 

There is a power imbalance that happens when a victim is 
not allowed to have full and free power of consent over her 
body. 

We talk about consent all the time, so why is it so difficult 
for people to get their heads around the damage done when 
consent is taken away in a reckless and knowing way, by 
those who should know better. 

When a women is so traumatised and damaged that she 
submits and doesn't say no, then the obligation rests on the 
person doing the sexual act of penetration to ensure that 
consent - willing, participatory, engaged, consent is sought. 

It's not enough to just keep going at it because that's what 
it started as 3 4, 5, 7, 9 years ago. Consent isn't a contract 


that goes indefinitely. 

Consent, once violated, becomes null and void. 

Those who continue to enforce sexual activity after they 
know that consent isn't willing, well, they should consider 
whether they've done those acts in a reckless, and knowing 
manner, and whether their conduct is such that an ordinary, 
reasonable person, might think that an assault had taken 
place. 


May 23, 2019 


As you perve and 
remember what you 
lost... 


| want you to remember how | fucked you, how you cried, 
and how you filled my body so completely. 

| want you to watch those videos, while you masturbate, 
pulling yourself to assuage the deep well of shame and 
loneliness you know | see now...feel how solitary the 
experience of Fetlife is without that warm, hot, wet, 
welcoming environment you could have here, safe in our 
home, where you were loved. 

| want you to watch me sliding my fingers into myself...just 
for you...to arouse you...and | want you to feel that fucking 
loss right there that tells you you fucked up so bad that all 
you've got left is a video to wank off to because you couldn't 
be bothered trying any more, after only a week or two. 

When you watch me, | want you to feel the loss of the 
woman you held, who fucked you like there was no tomorrow. 

When you watch me, | want you to feel the full range of 
pain at what you've thrown away. 

And when you watch me, and you remember how you'd be 
fucked so well that you'd have almost no sleep...then | want 
you to think of me giving that to someone else because you 
were too chickenshit to fight for me. 

Too chicken shit to even try to change your lying, cheating, 
dishonest, sex addict abusive behaviours. 


So go ahead and keep watching and maybe I'll add more, 
just so you can really get to see what you've not got anymore. 

Because | know you can't stay away, even if you think 
you've got this 'no contact' shit going on, because | know you, 
and you want me even if you think you don't. 

You want to fuck me, and fill me, and all you can do now is 
watch others do what you threw away. 

You want that Gilligans Fuck that went over two 
days...hours and hours of pleasure that you won't ever get the 
like of again. 

| hope you have fun wanking off to everything you see 
here... Go ahead and wank off to me, and all the opportunities 
that have slipped through your overused fingers. 

You just don't get what you've done. 

And god help me |! miss you, and | miss what we did 
together. 

But it's not enough for me anymore. You made the wrong 
choice. 


May 19, 2019 


She watched him pack.... 


She watches him pack, moving around the house, the 
bedroom, the car, as he sorts out what he needs to take with 
him for the week away. 

It's a regular work week away, comes around every few 
months, and always in the same place. 

Only this time the packing is done in silence, and sadness, 
as she wonders about the future and what lies ahead for 
them. 

The love she has doesn't seem to be enough, and he is torn 
and caught on the hook of his own conceits and dishonesty 
over the many years they have been together. 

He wants it to be all her fault...desperately wants and needs 
it be all her fault, to assuage the damage he's done to 
everyone around him; her, his children, his friends, their 
friends...the damage he did was laid long ago in another 
woman's cunt, in another woman's bed, and in the lies he told 
to escape the gaze of the woman he chose, to marry on the 
day he ended his affair. 


He desperately needs it to be her fault so he can be given a 
break, start fresh, have trust instantly restored. 

He desperately needs her to be the abuser of him so he can 
maintain the narrative of his lies...but she refuses to accept 
this from him, and denies him the opportunity to again hold 
her hostage to self-doubt and confusion. 

She knows all of this, and she sees his need; the need that 
masks his deep shame and guilt, but she still won't acquiesce 
to his demand. 

She is not his abuser, and never was. 

She is, instead, the victim here, and he is the puppet 
master who has been pulling her strings for a good number of 
years now, in the hope that she'd shut the fuck up and cut 
him some slack, and let him go on his merry flirting way with 
every woman he wants to inappropriately text with. 

He created the woman he considers jealous and suspicious, 
with his abject dishonesty and lies. 

He created the woman who couldn't trust a word that came 
out of his mouth. 

He reaps what he sows in this field that he ploughed non- 
consensually for nine years...and he doesn't get to falsely 
accuse her of being his abuser because she exhibits the 
classic, textbook symptoms of complex ptsd from betrayal 
trauma. 

He doesn't get to wallow in self-pity because he can't get 
away from the shame he has sunk into. 

He doesn't get to yell and scream at her in his outrage 
when she stands up to him; and she does stand up to him 
now. 

She stands resolute and firm. 

She knows she is not his abuser despite what he says. 

She knows he has acknowledged his abuse of her, even 
though now he is trying to make it into a new strategy of 
‘there can be two abusers you know!’ 

She knows she has a part to play in all of this, but it's not 
the part he intends her to play. 

She knows and sees him, and yet she has always held out 
her heart to him, and most recently she has opened her body 
and soul to him as well, casting aside, and integrating into 
her, the once held hostage part of her. 

She may be all kinds of difficult and fucked up as a result of 
the ongoing trauma she has lived with since she was a 
toddler, but she knows she is not his abuser. 

She knows this, and she knows he knows it too. 


It's just too bad that his denial keeps him rooted into his 
shame and guilt. 


May 16, 2019 


A cold and wet day... 


As | sit curled up on the leather couch, watching the 
drizzling rain fall over the deck on a blustery cold Autumn 
day, with the warmth of the fire reaching out to me, | feel 
comfortable and content within myself. 

| cannot recall a time when | have ever felt as strong as 
this, and | realise it was always in me, | just couldn’t let her 
out for fear she’d be seen, and abandoned. 

Fear of abandonment lurked at the root of my passivity and 
silence. 

Fear of abandonment made me shut down and remain 
silent, when | should have spoken up and roared my anger, 
lifting the roof with my outrage. But | didn’t. | took on the 
good wife, dutiful wife, good girl, don’t rock the boat, don’t let 
secrets out role, like a poison that eventually worked its way 
into my soul and ate me alive like a cancer. 

Fear makes us afraid. Isn’t that such an obvious thing to say 
| hear you comment, but we don’t always recognise the fear 
and it’s inevitable companion. We think we’re coping, when 
really we’re afraid to talk, afraid of being too much, afraid of 
being abandoned and discarded if get too angry, too 
demanding, too much of everything. 

And so we sip from the bitter cup of fear, knowing it’s 
poisonous, unable to do anything more. 

But at some point we have to let go of fear and walk in our 
our light and power. 

We have to stop being held hostage and take back our 
integrity, our value, our worth, and hold it up like a shiny toy, 
and admire it from all sides and angles so we can appreciate 
its uniqueness and beauty. 

We all have value and worth, and our uniqueness is there 
for the taking. 

Sometimes we cover it up with fear, because we’re afraid 
our voice will be too much, but it never is. It’s only too much 
for those who can’t hear us, who don’t want the beauty we 


hold out to them. 

But as | sit here, feeling the lack of fear, | wonder how the 
evening will unfold, and what adventures will be beckoning for 
this kitten who loves her mate, who desires him above all 
others, and who loves the way he holds her tight as he licks 
her into a state of ecstasy and lust. 

| wonder if I'll being out the toys tonight, and make him 
squirm as he feels himself pleasured into a state of bliss so 
profound it brings tears to his eyes. 

Or maybe it’ll just be another cold and drizzly night spent 
on the couch watching Netflix. 


May 11, 2019 


This woman, this man... 


He watched her, silently, as she took his breath away. Her 
generosity, her warmth, her willingness to pleasure him...it 
took his breath away and he wondered, not for the first time, 
why he had allowed his control and abuse to lock this woman 
away for so long. 

He had watched her purchase their new toys at the adult 
store. She was uninhibited, clearly not giving a fuck who saw 
her there, and gleefully wandering around considering what to 
buy. He'd had no idea she had planned a night of pleasure for 
him, as he'd never experienced an erotic adventure at the 
hands of any woman before. He happily went along as she 
spent nearly a thousand dollars on toys designed to please 
him, pleasure him, and create the kind of night he'd only ever 
dreamed of. 

Who was this ravishing creature who's sole purpose it 
seemed was pleasing him? 

Where was the prudish, locked away woman he'd fucked 
non-consensually all those years, as she silently acquiesced to 
the arrangement they'd lovingly entered into all those years 
ago, that he'd destroyed with his roving dick and the ongoing 
lies and deceptions he'd inflicted on her. 

Where was the woman who barely tolerated his advances, 
silent, voiceless, ashamed? 

Where was the woman he'd acknowledged only so recently 
as the victim of his near decade of abuse? 


The woman, his wife, the one held hostage to the trauma 
he'd inflicted, had decided she'd had enough and worked her 
own magic to bring her sexuality back to life; breathing life 
back into her heart, mind, soul, spirit and body. 

She gave herself willingly to this man who had abused her; 
she did this with love so that he, too, could cast off the shame 
of his trauma, and join her in the light of their love, and 
journey through the most erotic, safe, and consensual 
moments they could only ever fantasise about. 

This woman, his wife, gave her body, heart and soul to her 
husband, so that he could see the depths of her desire and 
commitment to him, giving him proof that he was desired as a 
man, and loved as a husband, and wanted as a life partner. 
He had worth to her, and she made it clear to him. 

This woman, his wife, opened up her body to him to 
explore, in safety, fully consensual. This woman, his wife, 
taught him about safety and consent, and their lives became 
richer and more fulfilling. 

This woman, his wife, once so deeply sexually repressed at 
the abuse he inflicted on her, became the woman who fucked 
him for hours, and then came back for more, and more, 
entirely insatiable. And he loved her, cherished her, and told 
her she was perfect, and he'd never leave her or make her 
feel unsafe ever again. 

This man, her husband, vowed, as his dick pulsed in her 
throbbing cunt, that she'd always be safe with him, always, 
always loved and held safe. 

This man, her husband, spoke words to make her heart sing 
with joy, causing her inner parts to come together and sob the 
tears of an eternity as they flowed down her cheeks, the pain 
she'd held onto coursing down the rivers of her tears as she 
felt her body expand and contract with the emotions rolling 
around her body. 

This man, her husband, saw all of this, and loved her even 
harder, holding her safe and tight within his strength. 

This man, and this woman, had created something beautiful 
together, just for themselves. A healing, safe, grounded place 
that became their refuge from the outside world. 

This man, and this woman, when they came together in 
safety, they fucked like they'd never been fucked before; as if 
their very lives hung in the balance, with passion and hunger 
that took them both by surprise. 

This man, and this woman...they love each other, but is it 
enough? 


May 10, 2019 


